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INTRODUCTION 


You are all no doubt familiar with the exciting adventures 
of Jim Hawkins with the pirates in Stevenson's Treasure 
Island. Well, here is another Jim, surname Davis, whose 
adventures with the smugglers of Devon are the subject of 
a yam spun by a poet of the sea — John Masefield. 

Many generations of boys and girls have found in the 
exploits of pirates and smugglers a source of fascination, and, 

in the manner of Peter Pan, made them the basis of their 

* * . * • * 

own adventures in the Never-Never Land of Make-Believe. 
And such exploits continue to thrill us even when our nursery 
days are over, and when we are sober enough to realise that 
they were the deeds of law-breakers. Why is it that people 
like ourselves, for the most part respectable and law-abiding 
citizens, enjoy books, plays and films with such rogues as 
heroes? Some think that it is because thus we let off 
steam, so to speak, in a way that cannot harm ourselves or 
other people; and this, we are told, accounts for a good 
deal of the interest many people take in criminals and their 
crimes. But however true this may be, it is also true that 
most of us have a sneaking sympathy with the outlaw, the 
hunted, and the fugitiye, even if he is running away from 
the punishment due to him in accordance with the law. 
Fbr usually he is fighting an unequal contest against superior 
force, and such a contest is calculated to bring out wits, 
courage and endurance — qualities we can admire without 
condoning the motives that prompted them. This feeling 
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is akin to the sympathy we naturally have for the under-doe 

especially when he is the victim" of oppression, or haS 

rea ment, or of conditions which we feel ought not to 
exist in civilised communities. Smugglers came in for a 
good deal of this sort of sympathy among their contem- 
poraries who found the customs laws harsh and oppressive 
Charles ^ Lamb characteristically called them “honest 
thieves. The aposltle of Free Trade, Adam Smith, defined 
a smuggler as “a person who, though no doubt blameable 
tor violating the laws of his country, would have been in 

even,’ respect an excellent citizen, had not the laws of his 
country made that a crime which nature never meant to 

be so. Add to this sympathy the romantic glamour that 
surrounds adventures of picturesque bygone days, especially 
those connected with the sea and sailing ships, and you have 

.-.»e secret of the hold that the adventures of smugglers have 
on our imaginations. 68 




smugglers break the law by bringing goods into the 
country without paying the duties to which they are legally 
subject. The more the classes of dutiable goods and the 
higher the duties, the greater the temptation to smuggle. 
We find, therefore, that smuggling was most prevalent and 
flourishing during the years 1750 to 1850. Here are a 
few facts about that period. Between 1760 and 1813 no 
fewer than 1,300 new customs laws were enacted, and in 
1797 customs laws filled six large folio volumes. In 
1787 as many as 1,425 different articles were liable to 
duty, and the duty was often prohibitive. During the 
Napoleonic Wars the active encouragement of Napoleon 
and tfie slackening of preventive measures" made smuggling 

easier and more profitable; for Napoleon wanted English 
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gold, and the British Navy could spare few ships to pat at 
the disposal of the revenue authorities to jn^ | 

traffic. This is the period that Masefield has ch 

the setting of his story. 

But even during this period, the smugglers did no^ have 

Sed revenue cutters were on the look-out •» «'*> 
luseere ou their way back from the French Channel pore. 

On land a “preventive” force of excisemen and re e 
officers, often mounted, assisted the civil autho "^ ', 

confederates on land were called. On the conclusion of 

the Napoleonic Wars, the smuggling menace was ac ' 
more resolutely.. The “Coast-blockade” manned by the 
Royal Navy, was instituted and co-operated with the land 
patrols; and watch-houses were set up along the coast, 
often in the Martello Towers built as/ part of the coast 
defences against Napoleon’s threatened invasion. In 1031 
this system gave way to the Coast Guard Service, with vhic 

we are familiar to-day. 


g But in spite of all these counter-measures, the decline m 
smuggling was really due to the establishment of 'Tree 
Trade.” In 1824-25, Huskisson reduced many duties, 
Sir Robert Peel, in 1842, cut down the duties on 769 articles, 
and in 1846 he abolished the duties on 605 articles and 
reduced those on the 4^ 0** more that remained. Smuggling 
thus became less profitable as! well as more hazardous. 




In this story of Jim Davis’s adventures, we learn many 
interesting details about - smugglers, their ways, their 
encounters with preventives and their relations with the 
local inhabitants, and we are left in no doubt as to the 
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S 31 t &*■*-'« alike practically 

. .. activities. Even parsons and magistrate* 

dumpsTr^coniaband ^and^ ' Ch . Urchyards were ^ as 

dealf readily in^muggled IdfaTfre *“?, tradeSmen 

tk ” “ ",°? p s “ d ofl “' ,he m2 

doors that could be bolted from efrh h thr0ugh iron 

bTpatTfrTm TST a u nd r f ed ' r ^ e ’ and 

awa y “ t0 the CeMar of ^ther four or five houses 

De V vo h n n or e on The g ° if m ° ng the COves of C °rnwall and 
or 7n if h f rshes and sea - flats of Sussex and Kent 

Salcombe, *£2£'™“2 F W 

*n in ^ h »^ *»“ ss. .he 

smugglers take a prominent place. Novelists, too, have 
found inspiration in them. They appear in Thomas 
Hardy s tales of Wessex and in the novelfof "Q” and The 




written f VtS lS ° ne ° f three adventure stories specially 
en for young people by John Masefield, our present 

Poet Laureate, You probably also know him as the author 

anthiiJS ? iCh WiU be found in W»t modem 
anthologies-^^ Fever and Cargoes. Some day you will 

Sr ZLlt g ^ a l0ng nalTative P° em the 
' ^ ' a P rose epic °f that tragic campaign during 
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the war of 1914-18, later novels like Sard Harker and Odtaa, 
and his study of Shakespeare. Masefield spent some years 
as a boy and young man at sea and roughing it in Ainenca 
before he settled in England to write. His early experiences, 
especially those before the mast, have inspired most of his 
best work in verse and prose; indeed his own characteristics 
as a writer — freshness, vigour, and vitality — seem derived 
from the sea in whose lore he is sio well versed. 
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CHAPTER I 




JOURNEY 


I was bom in the year 1800, in the town of Newnham-on- 
Sevem, in Gloucestershire. I am sure of the year, because 
my father always told me that I was bom at the end of the 
century, in the year that they began to build the great 
house. The house has been finished now these many years. 
The red-brick wall, which Shuts its garden from the road 
(and the Severn), is all covered with valerian and creeping 
plants. One of my earliest memories is of the masons at 
work, shaping the two great bows.. I remember how my 
nurse used to stop to watch them, at the comer of the road, 
on the green strip by the river-bank, where the gipsies 
camped on the way to Gloucester horse-fair. One of the 
masons was her sweetheart (Tom Farrell his name was), but 
he got into bad ways, I remember, and was hanged or 
transported, though that was years afterwards, when I had 

left that countryside. 

My father and mother died when I was still a boy — my 
mother on the day of Trafalgar battle, in 1805, my father 
four years later. It was very sad at home after mother died; 
my father shut himself up in his study, never seeing anybody. 
When my father died, my uncle came to Newnham from 
his home in Devonshire;- my old home was sold then, and 
I was taken away. I remember the day so very clearly. 
It was one sunny morning in early April. My uncle and 
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I caught the coach at the top of the hill, at the door of the 
ola inn opposite the church. The coachman had a hot 
dnnk handed up to him, and the ostlers hitched up the new 
team Then the guard (he had a red coat, like a soldier) 
blew his horn, and the coach started off down the hill, 
going so very fast that I was afraid, for I had never ridden on 
a. coach before, though I had seen them every day. The 
last that I saw of Newnham was the great house at the 
comer. It was finished by that time, of course, and as we 
drove past I saw the beautiful woman who lived there 
walking up and down the lawn with her husband. Captain 
Rylands, a very tall, handsome man, who used to give me 
apples. I was always afraid to eat the apples, because my 
nurse said that the Captain had killed a man. That was 
in the wars in Spain, fighting against the French. 

I remember a great deal about my first coach-ride. We 
slept that night at Bristol in one of the famous coaching 
inns, where, as a great treat, I had bacon and eggs for supper 
instead of bread-and-milk. In the morning, my uncle took 
me with him to the docks, where he had some business to do . 
That was the first time I ever really saw big ships, and that 
Was the first time I spoKe with the sailors. There was a 
capstan on one of the wharves, and men were at work, 
heaving round it, hoisting casks out of a West Indiaman. 
One of the men said. Come on, young master; give us 
a hand on the bar here. So I put my hands on to the bar 
and pushed my best, walking beside him till my uncle called 
me away. There were many ships there at the time, all a 
West Indian convoy, and it was fine to see their great 
figure-heads, and the brass cannon at the ports, and to hear 
the men singing out aloft as they shifted spars and bent and 
unbent sails. They were all very lofty ships, built for 
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speed; all were beautifully kept, like men-of-war, and all of 
them had their house-flags and red ensigns flying, so that m 
the sun they looked splendid. I shall never forget them. 

After that, we went back to the inn, and climbed into 
another coach, and drove for a long, long time, often very 
slowly, till we reached a place near Newton Abbot, where 
there was a kind woman who put me to bed (I was too 
tired to notice more). Then, the next morning, I remember 
a strange man who was very cross at breakfast, so that the 
kind woman cried till my uncle sent me out of the room. It 
is funny how these things came back to me; it might have 
been only yesterday. 

Late that afternoon we reached the south coast of Devon, 
so that we had the sea close beside us until the sun set. I 
heard the sea, as I thought, when we reached my uncle’s 
house, at the end of the twilight; but they told me that it 
was a trout-stream, brawling over its boulders, and that the 
sea was a full mile away. My aunt helped to put me to 
bed, but I was too much excited to sleep well. I lay awake 
for a lone, lone time, listenine to the noise of the brook, and 




to the wind among the trees outside, and to the cuckoo dock 
on the landing calling out the hours and half-hours. When 
I foil asleep I seemed to hear the sea and the crying out of the 
sailors. Voices seemed to be talking close beside me in the 
room; I seemed to hear all sorts of things, strange things, 
which afterwards really happened. There was a night-light 
burning on the wash-hand stand. Whenever I woke up in 
the night the light would show me the shadow of the water 
jug upon the ceiling. It looked like an old, old man, with 
a humped back, walking the road, bowed over his cudgel, 
I am not going to say very much about my life during the 
next few years. My uncle and aunt had no children of 
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teeir own, and no great fondness for the children of others 
Sometimes I was very lonely there; but after my tenth 

T h ^ a * y 1 WaS at Scho ° 1 most of m y time, at Newton Abbot 

LSh ° ST my EaSter h 0 |ida y s («v« more than a wedc) 
with the kind woman who put me to bed that night of Ly 

journey My summer and winter holidays I spent with my 

Th a !! ln t * le ‘ r titile house above the trout-stream, 
the trout-stream rose about three miles from my uncle's 

ouse, in a boggy wood full of springs. It was a very rapid 
, nowhere more than three or four feet deep, and 
never more than twenty feet across, even near its mouth. 
Below my uncle’s house it was full of little falls, with great 
mossy boulders which checked its flow, and pools where the 
ubb es spun. Further down, its course was gender, for the 
as mile to the sea was a flat valley, with combes on each side 
covered witn gorse and bramble. The sea had once come 
right up that valley to just below my uncle’s house; but 
that was many years before— long before anybody could 
remember. Just after I went to live there, one of the 
farmers dug a drain, or "rhine," in the valley, to clear a 

patch. He dug up the wreck of a large fishing-boat, 
wi h her anchor and a few rusty hoops lying beside her under 
the ooze about a foot below the surface. She must have 
sailed nght up from the sfea hundreds of years ago, before the 
brook s mouth got blocked with shingle (as I suppose it was) 
unng some summer gale when the stream was nearly dry. 
Often, when I was a boy, I used to imagine the ships coming 
up from the Sea, along that valley, firing their cannon. In 
t e winter, when the snow melted, the valley would be 
flooded, till it looked just like a sea, and then I would 

imagine sea-fights there, with pirates in red caps boarding 
Spanish treasure galleons. 











MY FIRST JOURNEY 


The sea-coast is mostly very bold in that pari; of Devon. 
Even where there are no cliffs, the land rises steeply from, 
the sea, in grassy hills, with boulders and broken rock, 
instead of a beach, below them. There are small sandy 
beaches wherever the brooks run into the sea. Everywhere 
else the shore is "Steep-to'’— so much so that in many 
places it is very difficult to reach the sea. I mention this 
because, later on, that steep coast gave me some queer 
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NIGHT-RIDERS 





w;l l wa l tWelve ye ^ rs old > something very terrible 
Mr, Cottier tbi wife 6 

used to drink veiy hard, and in this particular year hewaa 

umed out of the school, and lost his living His wife left 
h,m fte„ or rather he , eft her; for , ,o„ e 

With h L h v l) and came t0 Hve with us, bringing 

- ,« ^ ^r son, . boy ,bo„, e m ® 

k£- e sh, g , t0 t me - MrS - C0ttier was very beautifuf and 

h .® wa ® llke my mother, strangely like, always sweet 

£^7™"^° CT " *?*• 1 proud when 

sne asked me to do something for her. 

Once, I remember (in the winter after Mrs, Cottier came 

It rato 6 d , rove Salcombe to do her Christmas shopping. 

the tSr ° n Sn ° W Udng the afternoon : and at night-time 
™ 8 T WOrSe - We P ut back su pper, expecting her 
t ” , i . .. . , ^ j ^ 11 ^lt come. The hours 

worLed “rhe • d ‘ d n<>t COme ’ and stiU the storm 

full of a fine, powdery, drifting snow; the night seemed full 
of snow, snow fell down the chimney and drifted in under 

m m ^ 
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the door. My uncle was too lame with sciatica to lea.ve 
his bed; and my aunt, always a woman of poor spirit, was 
afraid of the night. At eight o'clock I could stand it no 
longer, so I said that I would saddle the pony, and i>de 
out along the Salcombe road to find her. Hugh was for 
going in my place; but Hugh was not so strongly built as I, 
and I felt that Hugh would faint after an hour in the cold. 
I put on double clothes, with an oilskin packet over all, and 
then lit the lantern, and beat out of the house to the stable. 
I put one or two extra candles in my pockets,, with a flint 
and steel, and some bread and meat. Something prompted 
me to take a hank of cord, and a heavy old boat-rug; and 
with all these things upon him old Greylegs, the pony, was 
heavy-laden. 

When we got into the road together, I could not see a 
yard in front of me, There was nothing but darkness and 
drifting snow and the gleam of the drifts where the light of 
the lantern fell . There was no question of losing the road ; 
for the road was a Devon lane, narrow and deep, built by 
the ancient Britons, so everybody says, to give them protec- 
tion as they went down to the brooks for water. If it had been 
an open road, I could never have found my way for fifty 
yards. I was strongly built for a boy; even at sea. I never 
suffered much from the cold, and this night was not intensely 
cold — snowy weather seldom is. What made the ride so 
exhausting was the beating of the snow into my eyes and 
mouth. It fell upon me in a continual dry featheiy pelting, 
till I was confused and tired out with the effort of trying to 
see ahead. For a little while, I had the roar of the trout- 
stream in my ears to comfort me; but when I topped the 
next combe that died away; and there I was in the night, 
beating on against the sorm, with the strange moaning 
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sound of the wind from Dartmoor, and the snow rustline 
to keep me company, I was not exactly afraid, for thf 
snow in my face bothered me too much, but often the nieht 

oto hUl« r~ple-23 

Wad in , “if, hM 1 W- 

T , 1 f 0 ^ three miles or more without seeing anvbodv 

moor cross-roads in^a lull 
when the snow was not so bad, I heard a horse whinny and 

nlni ey i 8S bau '!^ • Then 1 heard ™ces and a noise as of 
narf 7,! ng ’ and before 1 c °uld starf old Greylegs I saw a 

£ i° ,^ rSemen Tu SSing my road by the r ° ad the 

could see, even in that light, that most of them were Ld 
There were not more than a dozen men; and only one, of 

zen came d a lantern. Something told me that 

cover 'rnv 6 l ^ g °° d ’ and tile 841116 instlncl made me 
cov er my lantern with my coat, so that they passed me with- 

froo^andThaf At firSt 1 though ' that the y were the fairy 
froops, and that gave me an awful fear; but a moment later 

in the wind, I felt a whiff of tobacco, and of a strong warn/ 

sweet smell of spirits, and I knew then that they we™ 

anothe^hflf *° m on > V>nst the snow, for 

m • ai ^ awtu ^ f ear that they would turn, and catch 

fK e ! an , ^ ^ a t the night-riders wanted no witnesses of 
their adventures! in the dark. witnesses ji|j 

th^rn^ f T mil l S fr0m home ' 1 came to an open part of 

£w ™\ !r e p Ule - Sn0W came down “ its full fury there 

It was so thick that 
16 


t 













NIGHT-RIDERS 





. • 






I could not get Greylegs to go on. He stood stock-still, 
and cowered, though I beat him with my hank of cord, and 
kicked his ribs. It was cruei of me; but I thought of Mrs. 
Cottier, with her beautiful kind face, lying in a drift of 
snow and the thought was dreadful to me. I got down 
from the saddle, and put my lantern on the ground, and 
tried to drag him forward, but it was useless. He would 
not have stirred if I had lighted a fire uncler him. When he 
had the instinct to stand still, nothing would make him budge 
a yard. A very fierce gust came upon me then. The 
snow seemed to whirl upon me from all sides, so that I got 
giddy and sick. And then, just at the moment, there were 
horses and voices all about me, coming from Salcombe way. 
Somebody called out, ‘ ‘Hullo, " and somebody called out 
"Look out, behind;" and then a lot of horses pulled up 
suddenly, and some men spoke, and a led horse shied at my 
lantern. I had no time to think or to run. I felt myself 

backing into old Greylegs in sheer fright; and then some one 

thrust a lantern into my face, and asked me who I was. By 

the light of the lantern I saw that he wore a woman’s skirt over 

4 * * « * 

his trouser^; and his face was covered by one of those great 
straw bee-skeps, pierced with holes for his eyes and mouth. 
He was one of the most terrible things I have ever seen. 

"Why, it’s a boy," said the terrible man.* "What are 

you doing here, boy?" 

Another man, who seemed to be a leader, called out 
from his horse, "Who are you?" but I was too scared to 
answer; my teeth were rattling in my head; 

"It’s a trick." said another voice.. "We had best 
for the moor. * BUS 
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Shut up,” said the leader, sharply. “The boy’s scared.’ 
He got down from his horse, and peered at me by the 
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lantern light. He, too, wore a bee-skep; in fact, they a]l did, 

for there is no better disguise in the world, while nothing 

|i^akes a man look niore horrible. I was not quite so 

terrified by this time, because he had spoken kindly. 

Who are you? he asked. “We shan't eat you. What 
are you doing here?” 

As well as I could I told him. The leader strode off a 
few paces, and spoke with one or two other men; but I 
could only catch the words, “Yes; yes, Captain,” spoken in 
a low, quick voice, which seemed somehow familiar. Then 
he came back to me, and took me by the throat, and swayed 
me to and fro, very gently, but in a way which made me 
feel that I was going to be killed. 

Tell me, * he said, “I shall know whether you’re 
lying, so tell the truth, now. What have you seen to-night?” 

I told him that I had seen a troop of horsemen going 
through the snow towards the moor. 

“That settles it. Captain,” said another voice. “You 
can’t trust a young chap like that.” 

“Shut up,” said the man they called Captain; “I'm 
master, not you,” 

He strode off again, to speak to another man. I heard 
some one laugh a little, and then the Captain came back to 

took me by the throat as before, and again shook 
me, “You listen to me” he said, grimly. “If you 
breathe so much as one word of what you’ve seen to-night — 
well — I shall know. D’ye hear? I shall know. And 
when I know — -well — your little neck’ll go. There's 
poetry . - That will help you remember. 

“ When I know. 

Your neck’ll go 
Like so.” 
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He gave a sharp little twist of his hand upon my Adam’s 

^fwas terrified. I don’t know what I said; my tongue 
seemed to wither on its stalk . The Captain wa e 0 , ® 
horse, and remounted. “Come along, boys, he said, lhe 
line of horses started off again, A ha,nd fell upon my 
shoulder, and a voice spoke kindly to me. See here, it 
said “you go on another half-mile, you’ll find a barn by 
the side of the road. There’s no door on the barn, and 
you’ll see a fire inside. You’ll find your lady there. 
She is safe all right. You keep your tongue shut now. 

The speaker climbed into his saddle, and trotted oft m o 
the night. “Half a mile. Straight ahead 1“ he called; 
then the dull trampling died away, and I was left alone again 
with Greylegs. Some minutes pasteed before I could 
mount; for I was stiff with fright. I was too frightened, 
after that to mind the snow; I was almost too frightened to 
ride. Luckily for me the coming of the night-riders had 
startled old Greylegs also; he trotted on gallantly, though 

_ _ • * A 1 # f J _ 1 Ix/V I 1 ! A/H 


sometimes he floundered into a drift, and had to be helped 
out. 



k ^ i ^ 

Before I came to the barn the snow stopped falling, except 
for a few aimless flakes, which drifted from all sides in the 
air. It was very dark still; the sky was like ink; but there 
was a feel of freshness (I cannot describe it) which told me 
that the wind had changed. Presently I saw the barn 
ahead of me, to the right of the road, spreading a red glow 
of fire across the way. Old Greylegs seemed "glad of 'the 
sight; he gave a whinny and snorted. As well as he could 
he broke into a canter, and carried me up to the door in 

'Are you safe, Mrs. Cottier?” I called out. 
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What! Jim l” she answered. “How good of you to 
come for me!” j 

I he barn, unlike most barns in tha,t country, was of • 
only one storey. It may have been a farmhouse in the long 
ago, for it had larger windows than most bams. These had 
been stuffed with sacks and straw, to keep out the weather 
I he door had been torn from its place by some one in need 
of firewood; the roof was fairly sound; the floor was of 
trampled earth. Well away from the doorway, in the centre 
of the barn, some one had lighted a fire, using (as fuel) one 
of the faggots stacked against the wall. The smoke had 
long since blown out of doors. The air in the barn was 
clear and fresh. The fire had died down to a ruddy heap 
of embers, which glowed and grew grey again, as the 
draughts fanned them from the doorway. By the light of 
the fire I could see Mrs, Cottier, sitting on the floor, with 
her back against the wheel of her trap, which, had been 
dragged inside to be out of the snow. I hitched old Greylegs 
to one of the iron bolts, which had once held a door-hinge, 
and ran to her to make sure that she was unhurt, Sj 

“How in the world did you get here?” I asked, “Are 
you sure you’re not hurt?”- 

She laughed a little at this, and I got out my stores, and 
we made our supper by the fire. “Where’s old Nigger?” 

I asked her; for I was puzzled by seeing no horse. 

Oh, Jim,” she said, “I’ve had such adventures.” m 

* # 

When she had eaten a little she told me her story. 

“I was coming home from Salcombe,” she said, “and I 
was driving fast, so as to get home before the snow lay deep. 
Just outside Southpool, Nigger cast a shoe, and I was kept 
waiting at the forge for nearly half an hour. After that, 
the snow was so bad that I could not get along. It grew 
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dark when I was only a mile or twro from the blacksmith s 
and I began to fear that I should never get home. However 
as" I drove through Stokenham, the weather seemed to. clear 
a little, so I hurried Nigger all I could, hoping to get home 
in the lull. When I got to within a hundred yards from 
here in the little hollow, where the stunted ashes are, 1 
found myself among a troop of horsemen, who stopped me, 
and asked me a lot of questions. They were all disguised, 
and they had lanterns among them, and I could see that e 
horses carried tubs; I suppose full o_f smuggled lace an 

.-i • _1 J i l ^ rlnor 




brandy and tobacco, ready to be carried inland. Jim, dear. 


I was horribly frightened; for while they were speaking 
together I thought I heard the voice of—of some one I 

know — or used to know. v * 

She stopped for a moment overcome, and I knew at once 
that she was speaking .of her husband, the schoolmaster that 
was. “And then/’ she continued, “some of them told me 
to get down out of the trap. . And then another of them 
seized Nigger s head, and walked the trap as far as the barn 
here. Then they unharnessed Nigger, and led him away, 
saying they were short of horses, but would send him back 
in a day or two. They seemed to know all about me, where 
I lived, and everything. One of them took a faggot from 
a wall here, and laid the big fire, with straw instead of paper. 
While he lit it he kept his great bee-skep on his head (they 
all wore them), but I noticed he had three blue rings tattooed 
on his left ring-finger. Now, somewhere I have seen a 
























° ° b 

man, quite recently, .with rings tattooed like that, only I 
can't remember where. I wish I could think where. He 

mm**, _ ■ li ~ m « * 





* • 

was very civil and gentle. He saw that the fire burnt up 
well, and left me all those sticks and logs, as well as the flint 

and steel, in case it should go out before the snow stopped. 

__ 
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Oh, and he took rugs out of the trap, and laid them on 
the ground for me to sit on. Before he left, he said, verv 
civilly, I am sure you don't want to get folks into trouble, 
madam. Perhaps you won't mention this, in case they ask 
you.' So I said that I didn't want to get people into trouble; 
but that it was hardly a manly act to leave a woman alone, 
in an open bam, miles from anywhere, on a night like 
to-night. He seemed ashamed at this; for he slunk off, 
saying something about "only obeying orders/ and 'not 
having much choice in the matter.' Then they all stood 
about outside, in the snow, leaving me alpne here. They 
must have stayed outside a couple of hours. About a 
quarter of an hour before you came I heard some one call 
out, There it is, boys!' and immediately they all trotted off, 
at a smart pace. They must have seen or heard some 
signal. Of course, up here on the 'top of the combe, one 
could see a Jong way if the snow lulled for a moment," 
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CHAPTER III 


THE MAN ON THE MOUND 



It was very awesome sitting there by the firelight in the 
lonely barn, hearing the strange moan of the snow-w . 
When Mrs, Cottier finished her story we talked ol all son, 
of things; I think that we were both a little afraid of be g 
silent in such a place, so, as we ate, we kept talking just a* 
though we were by the fireside at home. I was afraid that 
perhaps the revenue officers would catch ^ us there and force 
US to tell all we knew, and I was dreadfully frightened when 
I remembered the captain in the bee-skep who had shaken 
mv throat and given me such a warning to be silent. When 
we had finished our supper, I told Mrs. Cottier that perhaps 
we could harness old Greylegs to the trap , but this s e 
thought would never do, as the drifts on the road 1 

such bad going; at last I persuaded her to mount old Greylegs 
and to ride astride like a boy, or like so many of the country- 
women in our parts. When she had mounted I took the 
old pony by the head and led him out, carrying the lantern 

in my hand. . 

When we got outside we found, to our great surprise that 

the sky had cleared — it was a" night of stars now that the 
wind had changed. By the ^110^' of the snow our 
road was quite plain to us, and the sharp touch of frost in 
the air (which we felt all the more after our bonfire in the 
bam) had already made the snow crisp underfoot. It 
was pleasant to be travelling like that so late at night with 
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Mr^. Cottier; I felt like a knight who had just rescued a 
princess from a dragon; we talked as we had never 
talked before. Whenever we climbed a bad combe she 
dismounted, and we walked together hand in hand like dear 
friends. Once or twice in the quiet I thought I heard the 
noise of the excisemen's horses, and then my heart thumped 
m my throat; then, when I knew myself mistaken, I felt 
only the delight of being of service to this dear woman 
who walked by me so merrily. 

When we came to the foot of the combe, to the bridge 
dver the trout-stream, she stopped for a moment. “Ji m /* 
she said, drawing me to her, “l shall never forget to-night, 
nor the little friend who rode out to help me; I want you, 
aftei this, always to look on me as your mother — I knew 
your mother a little, years ago. Well, ~ dear, try to think of 
me as you would of her, and be a brother to my Hugh, Jim : 

let us all three be one family/' She stooped down and 
kissed my cheek and lips. 

I wil^ Mrs. Cottier, I said; -"I’ll always be a brother 
to Hugh. I was too deeply moved to say much more, for 
I had so long yearned for some woman like my mother to 
whom I could go for sympathy and to whom I could tell 
everything without the fear of being snubbed or laughed at 
I just said. Thank you, Mims/' I don't know why I 
called her "Mims’* then, but I did, and afterwards I never 
called her anything else: that was my secret name for her. 
She kissed me again and stroked my cheek with her hand, 
and w e went on again together up the last steep bit of road 
to the house. Always, after that, I never thought of Mrs. 
Cottier without feeling her lips upon my cheek and hearing 
the stamp of old Grey legs as he pawed on the snow, eager 

for the stable just round the comer. 

- 
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iXXX^ aiwmi ~ . 

• to get round the corner and to see 
It was very nice: to g ~ ^ {rQnt 0 f us; in a minme or 

lights of the house a. . ■ had been dragged m 

two we were there. rnm f 0 rting drinks -and exclama 1 > 

the hre to all sorts of comforting^ ^ haying his coat 

and old Greylegs was =>nug under his rug. 

rubbed down before going ? ht; Hug h and my aunt 

were all glad to get to bed fh 6 and j ha d had 

tired T t; k » s tonkful for rest. . 

enou 8 ti sd.er.tere to male us m „ l0 one s.de 

Before we pared for the mg t d the nig ht-nders to 

and told me that ^.f^was btsy in the stable, and that 
my uncle and aunt w 1 . t u j et about them. I do 

it might be safer if I . . - P absence of Nigger, but I 

not know how she explain ul tQ have her safely home 

am sure they were a oo details of her drive, 

again to bother much about t c ot-beds in a little 

B Hugh and 1 .toy the night we 

room looking out ° ve ; ' . n . in the lane beneath us. 

,„d our dog (*»ys kenne.Jrf at ^ ^ „ d 

barked a good deal. _ g nnened the wrong way, 

peered through the win ow, . , d i e noise seemed 

to come from just above us, near he sta le " that 

the frost had oo.ered We were! however, 

we could not see throug g n g hts close to our 

»h.e door; we «”"f ',S “ fSTr^nSS"^ Le 

ghSef, “o return Nigger, so . « 

the window for a few moments, wondering ? igfff 
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would pass the house* T fpif n u *ui i 

0» 8 e and th.stl/Lg, t skw'tndT 8 ^ S “ “»* 
across the snow, going home ( m I ^ bee ' ske P s striding 

skulking foxes; but whoeve™ they \te\h^\ PI ° Wl like 

Some one softly whistled a scrap of a tune rivT* t° nsks ' 
Pipers son”) as though he were bS ] l° m ’ Tom ’ the 

^ gap in the hedg^d^ « wr 

a»d slept like . ^ ^ >« bed 

I went out to the „ y Dreaktast fime. 

Joe Bamicoat, our man bujyTt T ' 1 WaS dressed< to find 

had already swept away the snow ^rom T^’ " W ° rk; he 
house and stable, so that T rn.,m <. f the doors of the 

been made there since I went to fetch' footmarks had 
night before. I oe wac 1 * f * h Gre y ie gs at eight the 

during the night the sfeMe h ^ State ° f exc hement, for 

left it locked up, as it always was focke^^aft Th ^ 1 ^ 

half-past seven, h e had foSnd t i kT® there at a hout 
the snow and the door-staple secured^ a Padi ?i Ck lyi “ g in 

his stall, but the Door ho™ expected, Nigger was in 

the fetlock: Toe said he mncTIf ame from a cut in 
was surprised to find that the . 6 , be6n kicked there ~- 'i 

there it was in its pfacJ witf th^ 3 “ had come home- 

wheels. I helped Joe to Ires, t $ T ^ Unmelted «» 
It , was a Pity we had not noticed^ before^Tn ^ Sayl " g that 

to lift out Mm. Cottier’s pa^which 











MAN 



Breakfast was ready on the table, and Mrs, Coftiet and 
Hugh were toasting some bread at the fire. My aunt was, 

of ^course, breakfasting upstairs with my uncle be was 
hardly able to stir with sciatica, poor man; he needed some- 

body to feed him, . , 

“Good morning, Mims dear,” I cried. What do y ^ 

think? The trap's come back and here are all 'your parcels, 

I noticed then (1 had not noticed it before) that one of the 

parcels was very curiously wrapped. It was wrapped in 

an old sack, probably one of those which filled the windows 

of the barn, for bits of straw still stuck in the threads. 

“Whatever haVe you got there, Jim?” said Mrs. Cottier. 

“One of your parcels,” I answered*, I ve just taken it 

out of the trap.” 

“Let me see it,” she said. “There must be some 

mistake. That’s not one of mine.” 

* « ! 






She took the parcel 

from me and turned it over before opening it. 

On turning the package over, we saw that some one had 
twisted a piece of dirty grey paper (evidently wrapping-paper 
from the grocer’s shop) about the rope yarn which kept the 
roll secure. Mrs. Cottier noticed it first, “Oh,” she 
cried, “there’s* a letter, too. , I wonder if it s meant 

for me?” 


1 HIV • 

We untied the ropey arn and the paper fell upon the table; 

^ 3 * i_ \X7ritfATl 


n 

^ ^ v , — — — o : ~ 

on it. It was a part of a; grocer’s sugar bag, written upon 
in tne coarse black crayon used by the tallymen on the quays 
at Kingsbridge. The writing was disguised, so as to give 
no clue to the writer; the letters were badly-formed printer's 
capitals; the words were ill-spelled, and the whole had 
probably been written in a hurry, perhaps by the light of 
our fire in the barn. 
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inconvenuns axept' ^Respecf from! nh? n ° US letter .’ " Re gret 

‘Very sweet and to the point ” « ■?« Ca P tln Sharp." 
Nigger lame, then ? - P > said Mrs. Cottier. "j s 

“Ypq ° t 

xes > I answered. “T 0 e co V q h* u , #mi ' 
lou won't be able to drivehim T h has been ki cked. 

‘ ‘Poor old NiVper ’’ f ° r . some t™e. ” 


<f Pnnr «i l xr v Aive! mn i tor some time ” 

1 f , old Nl gger, ' said Mrs Cottier „ u 
s parcel. “Now, I wonder whetM? !, She unwra PPed 
•s sent me?” at Ne&pect Captain Sharp 




has sent me? ' 

UI ^ r °Ued the sacking and nnf + 
cases which are used to protect wine-h ++i W ° tbose stra w 
unusually bulky, so we tore the 0 lcs. They seemed 

there was a roll, covered with a bh nf^"' ? ° ne of them 

case was full of silk neckerchie«l u f S lace : The “‘her 
altogether; most of them of uncoloured Til tl ^ ltly * eleven 
green and another of blue-worth a w /i ’ bUt . ° ne of 
da}/ s, and perhaps worth mow + ^ ^ money in fhose 

silk is no longer woven. tQ - da yp now that such fine 

. ^is is what we p’et i 

said Mrs. Cottier “WpI, kf i? 16 ° an Jim " 

ie officer- 7 g ' to glve th ese 


^ther^en^ - _ 

how they came, and ^ why thev ^ ca^' W ShaI1 have to sa y 
exciseman will ge t a due aw’ e ’ a " d then perhaps the 
night-riders into trouble.’’ We shaI1 have brought the 

remember that^I^had ’been° * hiS; but P ou mu st 

night before, and was still Sh ^’ s hands ‘he 

b stlil ternfied by his threat. 

“ When I know, 

Your neck’li g 0 
Like so. 
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• i »«■ rntt-ipr looking at me rather sharply, 
“ We -!i”kelo tte things, and say nothing about them: but 

exciseman lx Dartmouth, That will 

0 U a rf^hmakf ait Mrs. Cottier went to give orders to the 
After breaktast. i d0 wn the lane to see 

servant, whlle , S - ifted in our little orchard by the brook. 

We had read somewhere ^ ^ 

themselves \ nxio ns to try hands at making a 

15 Thouse We wanted* to know whether a house with 

how strange it w u j nothing but the white all 

° Y H°us Svtag no window to look through. We thought 
S' it would be wonderful to have a snow-house^espeoaUy 

if snow fell _after Qne would 

ne 6 ve% U still, n wrapped up in buffalo robes while aU to time 

s£2' 

after you with their blood hounds, and \uU wou ^ _ ] 

under the snow in to forest somewhere, and to snow 
would fall and fall, covering your tracks, h\\ nothing wad to 
seen but a little tiny hole, melted by our breath th^ g 
which you got fresh air. Then you would he ^ to horses 

and the armour ana the t>a\i ^ . v,nnfc rni^ht 

would never find you, though their °^ se ° 

almost sink through the snow to your body. . , 

We went down to the orchard, Hugh ana I, determined 

to build a snow-house if the drifts were deep enou b h. 





















JIM DAVIS 










i) 4 V I Q 

i* bf a * r . 

We had planned to dig a square i° Ut ’ K as the Indian s do 
tarpaulin stretched upon sticks w* “ ° Ver with a^old 

“ » t0 like a fox ' s ear ^ 
sparkled, the sky’wS of TdS'’ ‘w ^ Sh ° ne ’ the world 

He 6 ran h f re "' , Hoolie ' the dog, wf s the . ® now gleamed 
and burrowing down tidewayfS^h “ P mouthfu ^ s of snow,' 

S the midd Ie of the g gard e n t "m end ° f the orch - d - and 

ZT%r 3 large a >ry siLle room ) ™ er - houa e- 

tn /h r h a space beneath it ha If-™ (°'’ er l 00 tang the 
he light, where Toe Barn 1 " ave ’ half-cellar, open 

vvdh other odds-and ends sucri^P 1 f his gardening tools, 
directly to this lower chamber 1 ZT" ' u H “ gh and 1 went 

Piaying 0 fo 

m UP love usfon The *£ “f tf^ ' SOmeth ' ng ^ 

orcha^S TIC) "thie ^ 

burial-place of an ancient British tl or bar row, the 

flunked hill, some twenty-fi ve feet g ^ ; ** was a beautifully- 

found inside it a narrow stole the vicar < who 

chamber, walJpfi «r,*fK ne P assa gc> Jeadiai? to an inn«r 

*'«■ In S. 
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chamber there were broken pots, a few bronze spear- 
heads, very green and brittle, and a mass of burnt bones. The 
doctor said that they were the bones of horses. On the 
top of all this litter, with his head between his knees, there 
sat a huge skeleton. The vicar said that when alive the 
man must have been fully six feet six inches tall, and large 
in proportion, for the bones were thick and heavy. He had 
evidently been a king: he wore a soft gold circlet round his 
head, and three golden bangles on his arms. He had been 
killed in battle. In the side of his skull just above the circle 
of gold, there was a great wound, with a flint axe-blade 
firmly wedged in the bone. The vicar had often told me 
-about this skeleton. I remember to this day the shock of 
horror which came upon me when I heard of this great dead 
horror sitting in the dark among his broken goods, staring 
out over the valley. The country people always said that 
the hill was a fairy hill. They believed that the pixies 
went to dance there whenever the moon was full. I never 
saw the pixies myself, but somehow I always felt that the 
hill was uncanny. I never passed it at night if I could 
avoid it. 

Now, when I looked up, as I stood with Hugh watching 
the dog, I saw something flash upon the top of the barrow. 
In that bright sun, with all the snow about, many things 
were sparkling; but this thing gleamed like lightning, 
suddenly, and then flashed again. Looking at it sharply, I 
saw that there was a man upon the barrow top, apparently 
lying down upon the snow. He had something in his hand 
turned to the sun, a piece of glass perhaps, or a tinplate, 
some very bright thing, which flashed. He flashed it three 


times quickly, then paused, then flashed it again. He seemed 
to be looking intently across the valley to the top of the 
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combe beyond, to the very place where the road from Sal- 
combe swings round to the dip. Looking in that direction, 
I saw the figure of a man standing on the top of the wall 
against a stunted holly-tree at the curve of the road, I had 
to look intently to see him at all, for he. was in dark clothes, 
which shaded off unnoticed against the leaves of the holly. 
I saw him jump down now and again, and disappear round 
the curve of the road as though to look for something. Then 
he would run back and flash some bright thing once, as 
though in answer to the man on the barrow. 

It seemed to me very curious, I nudged Hugh's arm, 
and slipped into the shelter of the cave. For a few moments 


we watched the signaller. Then, suddenly, the watcher 
at the road-bend came running back from his little tour up 
Fthe road, waving his arms, and flashing his bright plate as 
he ran. We saw him spring to his old place on the wall, 
and jump from his perch into the ditch. He had some 
shelter there, for we could see his head peeping out above 
the snow like an apple among straw. We were so busy 
watching the head among the snow that we did not notice 
the man upon the barrow. Something made us glance 

^ * f ■ * our surprise and terror we saw him 

running . across the orchard more than half-way towards us. 
In spite of the snow he ran swiftly. We were frightened, 
for he was evidently coming towards us. He saw that we 
saw him, and lifted one arm and swung it downwards 
violently, as though to bid us lie down. 

I glanced at Hugh and he at me, and that was enough. 
We turned at once, horribly scared, and ran as fast as we 
could along the narrow garden path, then over the wall, 
stumbling in our frigbt, into the wood. We did not know 
why we ran nor where we were going. We only felt that 
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this strange man was after us, coming in great bounds to 
catch us. We were too frightened to run well; even had 
there been no snow upon the ground we could not have run 
our best. We were like rabbits pursued by a stoat, we 
seemed to have lost all power in our legs. 

We had a good start. Perhaps without that fear upon us 
we might have reached the house, but as it was we felt as 
one feels in a nightmare, unable to run though in an agony 
of terror. Getting over the wall was the worst, for there 
Hugh stumbled badly, and I had to turn and help him, 
watching the man bounding ever nearer, signing to us to 
stay for him, A minute later, as we slipped and stumbled 
through the scrub of the wood, we heard him close behind 
us, crying to us in a smothered voice to stop. We ran on, 
terrified; and then Hugh’s foot caught in a briar, so that he 
fell headlong with a little cry. 

I turned at once to help him up, feeling like the doe 
rabbit, which turns (they say) against a weasel, to defend its 
young ones. It sounds brave of me, but it was not; I was 

scared almost out of my wits. 

* 1 * ^ - * 
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Srffr-Tf 0n US in three strides ' With his hand on our 
collars, frightening us out of any power to struggle, “You 

lZ ag h 00 S T ’ he f id ’ n0t unkindl y- "Why couldn’t you 
stop when I waved to you?” ' y 

We did not. answer, nor did he seem to expect us to 
He just swung us round with our faces from the house, and 
timed us, at a smart run, down the road. “Don’t you 

stir a muscle, he added as he ran, “I’m not going to eat 
you, unless you drive me to it,” 6-81 

, At the lower end of the wood, nearly half a mile from our 
home the scrub was very thick, It seemed to be a 

f ° r hounds — to ° thick, almost, for raDDirs. 
Hugh and I had never been in that part of the wood before 

but our guide evidently knew it well, for he never hesitated! 

He swung on panting as we were, along the clear parts 

W t C t me t0 ^ a paii; where our way seemed stopped by 
K’ bl S eS ' r0Se , Up ’ thick and dark > right T from 

"run^il g K rSe_StemS u th6re 8661116(3 t0 be a P^e of 
from his Tat. 7 "** ’ f ° X ° r badger ’ going to and 

Dow ’ n you So," said our guide. . “There’s Iqfs of 
room when you try, 'Imagine you’re a rabbit.” 

Wp CQW f nni. ij_ r. - 1 _ > 

Jess to say No; and. besides, bv this 
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time we held, lost most of our terror. X dropped on to my 
knees at once, and began to squirm through the passage. 
Hugh followed me, and the strange man followed after 
Hugh. It was not really difficult, except just at the begin- 
ning, where the stems were close together. When I had 
wriggled for a couple of yards, the bushes seemed to open 
out to either side. It was prickly work, but I am sure 
that we both felt the romance of it, forgetting our fear before 

we reached the heart of the clump. 

In the heart of the clump the gorse-bushes had been cut 

away, and piled up in a 

square some five or six yards across. In the middle of the 
square some one had dug a shallow hollow, filling rather 
more than half of the open space. ' The hollow was about 
eighteen inches deep, and roughly paved with shingle from 
the beach, well stamped down into the clay. It had then 


been neatly wattled over into a sort of trim hut, like the 
huts the salmon-fishers used to build near Kingsbridge. 
The wattling was made fairly waterproof by masses of gorse 
and bracken driven in among the boughs. It was one of the 
most perfect hiding-places you could imagine. It could 
not be seen from any point, save from high up in one of the 
trees surrounding the thicket, A regiment might have 
beaten the wood pretty thoroughly, and yet have failed to 
find ft. The gorse was so thick in all the outer part of the 
clump that dogs would leave its depths unsearched. Yet, 
lying there in the belter one could hear the splashing 
babble of the brook only fifty yards away, and the singing 
of a girl af the mill a little further up the stream. 

The man told us to get inside the shelter, which we did. 
Inside it was rather d£rk, but the man lit a lantern which 












hung from the roof, and kindled a fire in a little fireplace 
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This fireplace was covered with turf, so that the smoke should 
not rise up in a column. We saw that the floor of the hut 
was heaped with bracken, and there were tarpaulin boat- 
ings piled in one comer, as though for bedding. 

The man picked up a couple of rugs and told us to wrap 

ourselves m them, "You'll be cold if you don’t wrap up ” 
he said. r 

As he tucked the rugs about us I noticed that the ring 
finger of his left hand was tattooed with three blue rings 
I remembered what Mrs. Cottier had said about the man 
who had lighted her fire in the bam, so I stared at him hard, 
trying to fix his features on my memory. He was a well- 
made, active-looking man, with great arms and shoulders. 
He was evidently a sailor : one could tell that by the way of 

. 13 , b y the way in which his arms swung, by the way 

m which his head was set upon his body. What made him 
remarkable was the peculiar dancing brightness of his eyes; 
they gave his face, at odd moments, the look of a fiend; then 
tuat look would go, and he would look like a mischievous, 
merry boy- , but more generally he would look fierce and 
resolute. Then his straight mouth would set, his eyes 
puckered in as though he were looking out to windward, the 

scar upon his cheek twitched and turned red, and he looked 
most wrathful and terrible. 

“Well, mister,” the man 

• , ~ ~ ~ ' " w j v T* 

me again, m case you saw me?” 

Yes, I said, I should know you anywhere.” 

Would you? he said grinning. Well, I was always 
the beauty of the bunch.” He bit off a piece of plug tobacco 
and began to chew it. By-and-by he turned to Hugh to 
if he chewed tobacco, Htigh answered "No,” 







36 





THE HUT IN THE GORSE-BUSHES 

"Ah," said the man, “don’t you learn. That’s my 

advice.' It’s not easy to stop, once you begin/’ 

He lay back in his corner, and seemed to pass into a sort 
of day-dream. Presently he looked up at us again, and 
asked us if we knew why we were there. We said that %ve 

did not. - ,, ,, 

“Well/’ he said, “it’s like this. Last night you (here 

he gave" me a nudge with his foot) “you young gentleman 
that looks so smart, you went for a ride late at night, in the 
snow and all. See what came of it. There was others 
out for a ride last night, quite a lot of em. Others that the 
law would be glad to know of, with men so scarce for the 
King’s navy. Well, to-day the beaks are out trying to find 
them other ones. There’s a power of red-coats come here, 
besides the preventives, and there they go, clackity clank, all 
swords and horses, asking at every house.’’ 

“What do they ask." said Hugh. 

“They ask a lot of things," said the man. “ ‘Where 
was you last night?’ That’s one question. ‘What time 
did you come in last night?’ That’s another. ‘Let’s 
have a look at your horse; he looks as though he’d bin out 
in the snow last night.’ Lots of things they ask, and if they 
got a hold of you, young master, why, you might have 
noticed things last night, and perhaps they might pump what 
you noticed out of you. So some one thinks you had best 
be out of the road when they come." 

“Who is some one?" I asked. 

“Just some one," he answered. “Some one who gets 
more money than I get." His mouth drew into a hard and 
cruel line; he lapsed into his day-dream, still chewing his 
plug of tobacco. “Some one," he added, “who don’t like 
questions, and don’t like to be talked about too much." 
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He was silent for a minute or two, while Hugh and T 
looked at each other. ' 6 na 1 

, ‘j 0h ’ l 'f ^join g to keep you long," said the man. 

them redcoats 11 have done asking questions about here 
before your dinner time. Then they’ll ride on, and a good 

to answer them all 

right But till they’re gone, why, here you’ll stay. So 
e s e comp ny. What’s your name, young master?” 
He gave Hugh a dig in the ribs with his boot. 

“Hugh," he answered. 

“Hugh," said the man. “Hugh! You won’t never 
come to much, you won’t. What’s your name?" He 
nudged me in the same wav. 

“Jim," I said. 

r “Ah! Jim, Jim," he repeated.. "I’ve known a many 
Jims Some were good in their way, too.” He seemed to 
shrink into himself suddenly— I can’t explain it— but he 
seemed to shrink, like a cat crouched to spring, and his eyes 
burned and danced; they seemed to look right into me, 
horribly gleaming, till the whole man became, as it were, 
just two bright spots of eyes — one saw nothing else. 

t 5 ’’ - he S£ t ld ' after a long ’ cruel g lare at me, “this is 

the first time Jim and I ever met. The first time. We 

shall be great friends, we shall. We shall be better 

acquainted, you and I. I wouldn’t wonder if I didn’t 

make a man of you, one time or another. Give me your 
hand, Jim.” ' J 

I gave him my hand; he looked at if under the lantern; 

e face one or two of the lines with his blackened 

nger-nafiS’ muttering some words in a strange language, 
which somehow made my flesh creep. He repeated the 
words: "Orel. Orel. Adartha Cay." Then he glanced 
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at the other hand, still muttering, and made a sort of max 
a ‘‘ h ° 0 n my forehead, Hugh told me afterwards 

that he seemed to trace a kind of zigzag on my left temple. 

AH the time he was muttering he seemed to be a . . 
almost in a trance, or as if he were mad, he frightened us 
dreadfully. After he had made the mark upon my brow 

^“They ^uT'see it,’” he muttered, “It’ll be bright 

the/seeit. It is very good. A very good sign: it burns m 

the dark. They’ll know it over there in the night. Then 
he went on mumbling to himself, but so brokenly that we 
could catch only a few words here and there— black and 
red, knowledge and beauty; red and black, pleasure and 

strength. What do the cards say? 

He opened his thick sea-coat, and took out a little pac 

of cards from an oil-skin case. He dealt them out, first of 

all, in a circle containing two smaller circles; then in a 

curious sort of five pointed star; lastly, in a square with a 

circle cutting off the comers. “Queer, queer,” he said, 

grinning, as he swept the cards up and returned them to s 

pocket. “You and I will know a power of queer times 

together, Jim.” 

He brightened up after that, as though something had 
pleased him very much. He looked very nice when, he 
looked pleased, in spite of his eyes and in spite of the gipsy 
darkness of his skin. . “Here,” he said, “let s be company. 

D’ye know any knots, you two?** 

No; neither of us knew any . knots except the ordinary 

overhand and granny knots. 

“Well, I’ll show you,” he said. “It’ll come in useful 
some day. Always learn what you can, that’s what I say, 
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That’s what the Irishman 
you can. You never 


- 





quite 

Would you 



because i it 11 come in use f u) _ 

S f w fy a Jeam what | 

that s the beauty of it.” « 

He searched in his pocket? t-in j, t I 1 

spun yarn, from which he cut a Dipr 0Un jL* Sma ^ hank of 
Sec here,” he said. "Now, I’if teach vou" ^ ! ° ng - 

Wet^S paS ? ” h ° W 

ads sticking out’ aTri aht^an granny knots > with the 

| ‘‘Wrong, -£*3* the rest of the yam/ 6 

would jam so that you’d never nnt > u gTaDnies - They 
There’s wrong ways even in doin^up™,’ ^ e ?^ es kein g “gfy- 

h °w neat it is, the ends tidv alr nf m t h f. Said ' Look 
neat as pie. Besides, it’d neverfam wh^ part ’ a11 50 
and then try it for yourself ” J Watch how 1 do it, 1 

l/pn^ f , - 







- • ■ * ' 

tried ourXnrat^ofte^trbowdine 6 th^’ ^ ha<3 

if Si K™ - 

be used at sea, and when and wW 3 *3 knot would 

would say, and how thine? 3,3 ’ What the officers 

were i n the doing. The thne r, a ? d i f ° n deck while th ey 

we felt like jolly robbers in a cave and quickly; 

hero of a , .. . d cave - ft was like being the 




hero of a story-book to sit there Zlh ^ ^ ^ the 

till the troops had gone It wa ?3 3 r ° Ug f ma . n waiti ^ 





Ind'ShetE “ ^ « ZXX S' JTB 

rose to his feet, with the remark S h When the man 
“Look here,” he Sid ''dl + hUt he glared down at us. 

said, d on t you try to go till I give the 
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word. But there, we’re friends; no need to speak rough to 

friends, I'U be back in & min ^ e ‘ . an( ^ along the 
The strange man P as f d ° ut t w heard h is feet 

crunch upon the snow beyond, rustling the leaves J onTe in 

it; and then it was very, very- qujet aga - n ’ g Ano ther 
the stillness, we heard a cock pheasan - g- 
pheasant answered him from somewhere above i at t ^hc utp 
part of the wood, and it occurred to both of us that hie 
pheasants were the night-riders, making the r p . 

S18 "We’ve had a famous adventure . to tell Mother, said 

^ ‘"Yes ” I said; “but we had better be careful not to tell 
anybody e se wonder what they do here in this hut; I 
Spot they hide their things here till it’s safe to take them 

“Where do they take them?” asked Hugh. 

“Away into Dartmoor,” I said. "And there there are 

wonderful places, so old Evans the postboy told me. 

“What sort of places?" asked Hugh. 

“Oh caves covered over with gorse and fern, an o 
copper and tin mines, which were worked by the ancient 
Britons. They go under the ground for miles, so old Eva s 
told me, with passages, and steps up and down, and grea 
big rooms cut in the rock. And then there are bogs where 
you can sink things till it’s quite safe to take them up. The 
bog-water keeps them quite sound; it doesn t rot them like 
ordinary water. Sometimes men fall into the bogs, and the 
marsh-mud closes over them. That’s the sort oi^place 

Dartmoor is.” . 

Hugh was very much interested in all but he wa* a 
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quief boy, not fond of talking “Yes " he 

; ’ hTO 

A %•$&%, ffifc ■***££ « STS 2” 

get to the cities no „!l! fr ,° m the mark * towns, 

i U i h “ bCen ful! of things — valuable C' J 


into the moor 

/ / V V 


„ ' -fc!H 








there’s some one c allin g it’s 
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Mother!" Hugh; 

we°heard Mrs .^TfeTnd mv aTt^^ir fr °, m us ’ 

Jim!" repeatedly. We iav^v™ ^ u ^h!" and 

they would think," and hoping t S the WOn ?f rin & what 
search for us. Thev conM h ' } WOu ^ ma ke no 

quite easily, but we knew vorJ^i/T^ US in the snow 

of it, for they were both short "Ti th ® y WOuId never th ink 

the Red Indians do when they "gf frSkbg of what 

edge of the clump but on the • , ’ t d the y W'cre at the 

the rabbit-run opened I wh; b ' de ° Pposite to tha t in which 

between whiles. ^ C oum\e? g each ° ther in 

conversation ^ ear ever y word of their 

It s very curious," said mv aunt «< w , 
have got- to? How nm ■ s ' Wherever can 

t doesn t really matter," said Mims - “the tfi 

questions. He mkht h, ° f • t ^ scared b y a11 his 

wits. I wonder wW I fnght6ned the b °y out of his 

woBdgr where the young monkeys have got to. 
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They were going to build snow-huts, like the Indians, 

Ferhaps 0 ^ v ^nown it; Hugh and I grinned 

We were, had sne uiuy * cr . n u p -gain with a 

Suddenly my aunt spoke again 




? > 


at each other. 

curious inflection in her voice. 

< ' How funny, ’ ’ she exclaimed . 

“What is it?” asked Mrs Cottier . „ id my 

“I'm almost sure I smell something burning, said . y 

aunt. "I’m sure I do Don’t y°h- g 

' There was a pause of a few seconds while tne • 

sniffed the air. something burning, 

“Yes/' said Mrs. Cottier, mere is 

T+- cgnms to come from that gorse there. 

said my aunt. "1 suppose some one has 

lighted a fire up m the to dinner; it - s no good 

sSig°U catching our death looking for two mad 
things I suppose you didn’t hear how, Mrs. Bums i_. 

y °The^two ladies passed away from the clump towards the 
orchard, talking of the affairs of the neighbourhood-. A few 
minutes after they had gone, a cock pheasant ^afled so y 
few yards from us, then the gorse-stems shook, and our 

friend appeared at the hut door. . A 

‘They’re gone, all right,” he said. wor ^ ^ _ 
coats and pipeclay-they’re gone. And a good nddance 
too ! I should have been back before, only your ladies were 
talking, looking for you, so I had to wait till they were gone. 
I expect you’ll want your dinner, sitting here so long . 

Well, cut and get it.” 

He slung the boat rugs into a comer, blew out the lantern, 
and dropped a handful of snow on to the fire. Cut, he 
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continued. “Yon ran ™ n A 

get your dinners. ’ ' We went with hhn ^t‘ of R tf? f d 
mto the square. “See here ” h 5 °! the hut 

S ^corning here. You don’t LT?& p^* 

the' wood;* !vate P art <** 

will be prosecuted. Now run along and thank^eT 131336 ^ 
company/ ' t " * ® ana — ee for your 

As Hugh began to squirm along the passaee I titmM 

polite thing to do to « I ,^ hou S ht lf wou W be the 

teU me your name?.’’ I as ked. F y 4 you 

Taven t got a name,” he answered gruffly “None nf 

your business if I had ” H. tu* r y ', JNone of 

hi * f *“ “■■t.'Sdld 

sssuS ssy? “ y “ —i' ®i-5 f" 

Marah, J I said, ^ “What a funny name!” 

t S 1 j T / e ,. sa ’ d grimly- “It means bitter bitter 

cut.” and * m bltt6r ° n the t0ngue ’ as y° u ma y fi nd. Now 

votr 0n fi e rel hing Th m0re ’ Mf ' Gorauch -” I said, “be- careful of 

blows fi dm' 7 hey ,/ n sme11 them outside when the wind 
blows down from the wood.” 

T’ve^littl * l , he .. eXClai / e< |i " 1 don,t hg ht Sms here except 

little Heating schoolboys to tea. Cut and get your 

a n rTl ee ' ^® re - he called as I went down on my hands 

and knees, “here’s a keepsake for you.” 

He tossed me a little ornament of twisted silver wire 

'.yj\ en into the form of a double diamond knot, probably bv 
me man himself. r y y 

“Thank you, Mr. Gorsuch,” I said. 

. - 
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“Oh, don’t thank me,” he answered rudely: "I'm 

of being thanked. Now cut,” 

I wriggled through the clump after Hugh, then we r 

home together through the wood, just as the dinner-be was 

ringing for the second time. 

Mrs, Cottier asked us if we had not heard her calling. 

“Yes, Mims,” I s^id, " we did hear; but we were hidden 

in a secret house; we tvondered if you would find us we 

were close to you some of the tune. ,, 

My aunt said something about "giving a lot of trouble 

and “being very thoughtless for others”; but we had hearc 
similar lectures many times before and did not mind them 
much. After dinner I took Mims aside and told her 

everything; she laughed a little, though I could see that she 

was uneasy about Hugh, 

“I wouldn’t mention it to any one,” she said. It 

would be safer not. But oh, Jim, here we are, all three of 

us, in league with the law-breakers. The soldiers were 
here this morning asking all sorts of questions, and 
they’d two men prisoners with them, taken at Tor. 

Cross on suspicion; they’re to be sent to Exeter till the 
Assizes. I’m afraid it will go hard with them; I dare 

say they’ll be sent abroad,, poor fellows. Every house 
is being searched for last night’s work; it seems they 

surprised the coastguards at the Cross and tied them 

up in their barracks, before they landed their goods, 
and now the whole country is being searched by 
troops. And here are we three innocents,” she went 

on, smiling, drawing us both to her, "all conspiring 
against the King’s peace — ’ I expect we shall all be 
transported. Well, I shall be transported, but you’d have to 
serve in the Navy. So now we won’t talk about it any 
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more; I’ve had enough smuggling for one day. Let’s 
go out and build a real snow house, and then Jim will 
be a Red Indian and we will have a fight with bows 

v * + m * • * » * m 


and arrows.” 
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CHAPTER V 

THE LAST VOYAGE OF THE SNAIL 

s v d , n sc e .rSoS " Ab^rstrs 

s53*x : ss . t sr« *s~ 

Sco?. 2n; » *n the win.,, «« «“ 

spared the long, cold drive and that awful g g 

the school we hated so. March 

Winter drew to an end and the snow melted, March 

came in like a lion, bringing so much rain that the brook was 

flooded. We saw no more of the mght-nders after tha^ 

day in the snow, but we noticed little things now and . ■ 

among the country people which made us sure that they 

were not far off. Once, when we were driving home m 

the evening after a day at Dartmouth, owls called along e 

road from just behind “the hedge, whenever the road curved, 

Hugh and I remembered the pheasants that day in the woou, 

and we nudged each other in the darkness, wondering w letn^r 

Mr. Gorsuch was one of the owls. After that night we 

used to practise the call of the owls and the pheasants, but we 

were only clever at the owl's cry: the pheasant's call really 

needs a man's voice, it is too deep a note for any hoy to 

imitate well; but we could cry like the owls after some little 

practice, and we were very vain when we made an owl m 

the wood reply to us. Once, at the end of February, we 
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gave the owl’s cry outside the “Adventure Inn/' where 
the road dips from Strete to the sands, and a man ran out to 
the door and looked up and down, and whistled a strange 
little tune, or scrap of a tune, evidently expecting an answer; 
tut that frightened us; we made him no answer, and presently 
he went in muttering. He was puzzled, no doubt, for he 
came out again a minute later and again whistled his tune, 
though very quietly. We learned the scrap of tune and 
ractised it together whenever we were sure that no one 


was near us. 





As for the two men taken by the troops, they were let off. 
The innkeeper at South Poole swore that both men had 
been in his inn ah the night of the storm playing the “ring- 
quoits’' game with the other guests and as his oath was sup- 
ported by half-a-dozen witnesses, the case for the King fell 
through; the night-riders never scrupled to commit perjury. 
Later on I learned a good deal about how the night-riders 
managed things. . \:M 

uring that rainy March, while the brook was in flood 
all over the valley, Hugh and I had a splendid time sailing 
toy boats, made out of boxes and pieces of plank. We had 
one big ship made out of a long wooden box which had 
once held flowers along a window-sill. .We had painted 
ports upon her sides, and we had rigged her with a single 
spare sail. With a strong south-westerly wind blowing up 
the valley, she would sail for nearly a mile whenever the 
floods were out, and though she often ran aground, we could 
always get her off, as the water was so shallow. J 

Now, one day (I suppose it was about the middle of the 
month) we went to sail this ship (we used to call her the 
Snail) from our side of the flood, right across the river- 
course, to the old slate quarry on the oonosite side. Th( 
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distance was, perhaps, three hundred yards. We chose 

this site because in this p ace ^ ^ couid follow our ship 

way leading to a bndge, so j n the old 

tere h nowT stih^good enough for us, and 

W We ab launAedthe Snail from a green, shelving ^nk, and 
shoved her off with the long sticks we earned The wind 
caught her sail and drove her forward in fine . f^’^-vned 

bush- but the current swung her clear, and she cut across 
the course of the brook like a Falmouth Packet Hugh 

and I ran along the causeway, and over the n g , 
her on the other side. We had our eyes on her as we 
ran for we feared that she might catch, or capsize and v e 
were so intent upon our ship that we noticed nothing^ 
Now when we came to the end of the causeway, an . 
to the right, along the shale and rubble tipped there from the 
quarry, we saw a man coming down the slope to the wa ~ , 
evidently bent on catching the Snail when she arm ec . e 
could not see his face very clearly, for he wore a grey slouch- 
hat, and the brambles were so high just there that some ime 
they hid him from us. He seemed, somehow a familial 
figure; and the thought flashed through me that it ungn, 

be Mr. Gorsuch. • , . „ 

“Come on, Hugh,’’ I cried, ‘or shell capsize on the 

shale. The water’s very shallow, so close up to this side. 

We began to run as well , as we could, over the broken 

stones. 
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"It's no good/' said Hugh. "She'll be there before we 

1 , 


are. 










* 







We broke through a brake of brambles to a green space 
sloping to the flood. There was the Snail drawn up, high 
and dry, on to the grass, and there was the man, sitting by 
her on a stone, solemnly cutting up enough tobacco for a pipe. 
"Good morning, Mr. Gorsuch," I said. 

"Why, it's young sweetliearter, " he answered. "Why 
haven't you got your nurses with you?" He filled his 
pipe and lighted it, watching us with a sort of quizzical 
interest, but making no attempt to shake hands. He made 
me feel that he was glad to see us; but that nothing would 
make him show it. "What d'ye call this thing?" he asked, 
pointing with his toe to the Snail. 

HBliat's our ship," said 

Is *it?" he asked contemptuously. "I thought it was 
your mother's pudding-box, with some of baby's bedl-clothes 

on it. That's what I thought it was. 

* * * * * 

: seemed to take a pleasure in seeing Hugh’s face fall. 
Hugh always took a rough word to heart, and he could 
never bear to hear his mother mentioned by a stranger. 
"It's a good enough ship for us," he answered hotly. 
"How d'ye know it is?" said the man. "You know 

» . * m ■ 

nothing at all about it. What do you know of ships, or 
what's good for you? Hey? You don’t know nothing of 
the kind. 
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This rather silenced Hugh; we were both a little abashed, 

and so w6 stoo 


ca 


sheepishly for a moment looking on the 

ground. 

At .last I took . Hugh by the arm. "Let's take her 
somewhere else," I said softly. I bent down and picked 
the ship and turned to go. * 
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much better dressed than 
the very finest sea-cloth. 


the last voyage of the snail 

The man watched us with a sort of amused contempt. 

“Where are you going now?” he asked. 

"Down the stream/’ I called back. 

"Drop it,” he said. Come back here. 

I called softly to Hugh to run. "Shan't 1” I cried as we 

started off together, at our best speed. 

"Won’t you?” he called. "Then 111 make y ou ^ 
He was after us in a brace of shakes, and had us both by the 
collar in less than a dozen yards, "What little tempers w^e 
have got,” he said grinning, "Regular little spitfires, 
both of you. Now back you come till we have had a 

talk.” 

I noticed then that he was 
formerly. His clothes were of „ 

and well cut. The buttons on his scarlet .waistcoat, were 

new George guineas; and the buttons of his coat, were of 
silver, very beautifully chased. His shoes had big. silver 
buckles on them, and there was a silver buckle to the flap 
of his grey slouch hat. The tattoo marks on his left hand 
were covered over by broad silver rings, of the sort the- 
Spanish onion-boys used to sell in Dartmouth, after the end 
of the war. He looked extremely handsome in his fine 
clothes. I wondered how I could, ever have been afraid 

of him, 

"Yes,” he said with a grin, when he saw me eyeing him, 
"my ship came home all right. I was able to refit for a 
full due. So now w 7 e’ll see what gifts the Queen sent.” / 
We wondered what he meant by this sentence; but we 
were not kept long in doubt. He led us through the briars 

to the ruins of the shed where the quarry overseer had 

* “ * ' • . ; «. * 

formerly had his office . v - 
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Lieny iiaa nib uincc. \ v 

Come in here,” he said, shoving us in front of him, 

5 1 




“and see what the Queen'll give you. Shut your eyes. 
That's the style. Now open/' 

When we opened our eyes we could hardly keep from 
shouting with pleasure. There, on the ground, kept 
upright by a couple of bricks was a three-foot model of a 
revenue cutter, under all her sail except the big square 
foresail, which was neatly folded upon her yard. She was 
perfect aloft, even to her pennant; and on deck she was 
perfect too, with beautiful little model guns, all brass, on 
their carriages, pointing through the port holes. 

“Oh!" we exclaimed. “Oh! Is she really for us, for 
our very own?" . 

“Why, yes," he said. “At least she's for you, Mr. 
What’ s-your-name. Jim, I think you call yourself. Yes, 
Jim. Well, she's for you, Jim. I got something else the 
Queen sent for Mr. Preacher-feller." He bent in one 
corner of the ruin, and pulled out what seemed to be a 
stout but broken box. “This is for you, Mr. Preacher- 
feller," he said to Hugh.. 

We saw that it was a model of a port of a ship’s deck and 
side. The side was cut for a gun-port, which opened and 





shut by means of laniards; and, pointing through the opened 
port was a model brass nine-pounder on its carriage, with 
all its roping correctly rigged, and its sponges and rammers 
hooked up above it ready for use. It was a beautiful piece 
of work (indeed, both models were) for the gun was quite 
eighteen inches long. “There you are," said Marah 
Gorsuch. “That lot's for you, Mr. Preacher-feller. Them 
things is what the Queen sent." . >vi 

We were so much delighted by these beautiful presents 
that it was some minutes before we could find words with 

which to thank him. We could not believe that such 

- * 
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things were really for us. He was much pleased to find 
that his gifts gave so much pleasure; he kept up a continual 
grin while we examined the toys inch by inch. 

“Like 'em, hey?" he said. 

“Yes; I should just think we do," we answered. We 
shook him by the hand, almost unable to speak from pleasure, 

“And now let's come down and sail her," I said. 

“Hold on there," said Marah Gorsuch. “Don't be too 
quick. You ain't going to sail that cutter till you know 
how. You've got a lot to learn first, so that must wait. 
It’s to be Master Preacher-feller's turn this morning. 
Yours' 11 come by-and-by. What you got to do, first go 
off, is to sink that old hulk you were playing with. We'll 
sink her at anchor with Preacher-feller's cannon." 

He told Hugh to pick up his toy, and to come along down 
to the water's edge. When he came near to the water, 
Marah took the old Snail and tied a piece of string to her 
bows by way of a cable. Then he thrust her well out into 
the flood, tied a piece of shale (as an anchor) to the other end 
of the string, and flung it out ahead of her, so that she rode 
at anchor trimly a few yards from the bank. “Now," he 
said, “w T e’ll exercise great guns. Here" (he produced a 
powder horn) “is the magazine; here" (he produced a bag 
of bullets) “is the shot-locker. Here's a bag of wads. Now, 
my sons, dowm to business. Cast loose your housings, take 
out tompions. Now bear a hand, my lads; we'll give your 
old galleon a broadside." 

We watched him as he prepared the gun for firing, 
eagerly lending a hand whenever we saw wdiat he wanted. 
“First of all," he said, "you must sponge your gun. There’s 
the sponge. Shove it down the muzzle and give it a screw 
round. There! Now tap your sponge against the muzzle 
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to knock the dust off. There! Now the powder.” He 
tpok his powder-horn and filled a little funnel (like the 
funnels once used by chemists for filling bottles of cough- 
mixture) with the powder. This he poured down the 
muzzle of the gun. “Now a wad,” he said, taking up a 
screw of twisted paper.. “Ram it home on to the powder 
with the rammer. That's the way. Now for the shot. 
We’ll put in a dozen bullets, and then top with a couple 
more wads. There! Now she's loaded. Those bullets 
will go for fifty yards with that much powder ahind 'em. 
Now, all we have to do is to prime her,” He filled the 
touch-hole with powder, and poured a few grains along the 
base or breach of the gun. “There!” he said. Only 
one thing more. That is aim. Here, Mr. Preacher-feller, 
Hugh, whatever your name is. You're captain of the gun, 
you must aim her. Take a squint along the gun till you 
get the notch on the muzzle against the target; then raise 
your gun’s breech till the notch is a little below your target.. 
Those wooden quoins under the gun will keep it raised if 
you pull them out a little ,' ' 

Hugh lay down flat on the grass and moved the gun 
carefully till he was sure the aim was correct. “Let's have 
a match/' he said, “to see which is the best shot,” 

“All right,” said Marah, “We will. You have first 
shot. Are you ready ? All ready? Very well then, 
Here's the linstock that you're to fire with.” He took up 
a long stick which had a slow match twisted round it. He 
lit the slow match by a pocket flint and steel after moving 
his powder away from him. “Now then, he cried. are 
you ready? Stand clear of the breech. Starboard battery. 




Hugh dropped the lighted match on to the priming, 


THE LAST VOYAGE OF THE “ SNAIL 



The gun banged loudly, leaped .back and up, and fell over 
on one side in spite of its roping as the smoke spurted . At 
the same instant there was a lashing noise, like ram, upon 
the water as the bullets skimmed along upon the surface. 
One white splinter flew from the Snail's stern where a single 

bullet struck; the rest flew wide astern of her. 

“Let your piece cool a moment/' said Maralv ‘‘then we 
will sponge and load again, and then Jim'll try. You were 
too much to the right, Mr. Hugh. Your shots fell astern. 
After a minute or two we cleaned the gun thoroughly and 


reloaded. . 

“Now," said Marah, “remember one thing. If you 

was in a ship, fighting that other ship, you wouldn't want 
just to blaze away at her broadside.. No. \ou d want to 
hit her so as your shot would rake all along her decks from 
the bow aft, or from the stem forrard. You wait a second, 
Master Jim, till the wind gives her bows a skew towards you, 
or till her stem swings round more. There she goes. . Are 
you ready? Now, as she comes round; allow for it. Fire!” 

Very hurriedly I made my aim, and still more hurriedly 
did I give fire. Again came the bang and flash; again the 
gun clattered over; but, to my joy, a smacking crack showed 
that the shot went home. The shock made the old Snail 
roll. A piece of her bow was knocked off. Two or three 
bullets ripped through her sail. One bored a groove along 
her, and the rest went over her. 

r a ****** 

“Good,” said Marah. “A few more like that and she's 

_ t • * • 

all our own. Now it’s my shot. I'll try to knock her 
rudder away. Wait till she swings. There she comes ! 
There she comes ! Over a little. Up a little. Now Fire.” 
He darted his linstock down upon the priming. The gun 
roared and upset; the bullets banged out the Snail's stem, 
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Sl ° Wly ’ aDd Sank t0 the leve l the water her 
mast standing erect out of the flood, and her whole fa hi 

Aft ing +h ^ t e tke water moved her up and down 

»rx, * r n i ,h “7 e p,aced «“ i» the S"uc 

let„T th “ d d =r * * W>y ' to the bone, talking 
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CHAPTER V x- 



THE OWL S CRY 


For the next month we passed all our afternoons with 
Marah. In the mornings the Rector gave us our lessons at 
Strete; then we walked home to dinner; then we played 
with our gun and cutter, or at the sailing of our home-made 
boats, till about six, when we went home for tea. After 
tea we prepared our lessons for the next day and went 
upstairs to bed, where we talked of smugglers and pirates till 
we fell asleep. Marah soon taught us how to sail the cutter; 
and, what was more, he taught us how T to rig her. For an 
hour of each fine afternoon he would give us a lesson in the 





quarry office, showing us how to rig model boats, which we 
made out of old boxes and packing cases. In the sunny 
evenings of April, w r e used to sail our fleets, ship against 
ship, upon the great fresh-water lake into which the trout- 
brook passes on its way to the sea. Sometimes we would have 
a fleet of ships of the line anchored close to the shore, and 
then we would fire at them with the gun and with one of 
Marah ’s pistols till we had shattered them to bits and sunk 
them. Sometimes Marah would tell us tales of the smugglers 
and pirates of long ago, especially about a pirate named Van 
Horn, who was burned in his ship off Mugeres Island, near 
Campeachy, more than a hundred years back. 

"His ship was full of gold and silver," said Marah. 
"You can see her at a very low tide even now. I’ve seen 
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her myself. She is all burnt to a hlart ™ 1 
galleon, with all her guns in her I was 0 ’ n t fu' SpsJUih 

boat ang a mate s»iL,ier,K toe wiS ‘"j h l 

dubbing tori to A „t Zf- ”f„ “* 
®" k of England, the seas'll 

oaten white by °to tkh’andito ^ crew t00: 

to gold under the “ wift to Jjf ' S® lh ™ » •» 
It gh.es you a to „ thing it don'fi™ « ° Ver “‘ em ' 

asked Hugh”' ** ” nd d °™ divm » get the gold?'' 

all 2lokl Sai P Marah ' " There ' s man y has tried after 

g d. But some the sharks took and some the 

None^eVeJ’a" 1 !? S' 2 " "f* WiS sto ™s and fighting 

have a en fe *•* doubloon from her. But somebody'll 

g r it again. I tried once, long ago That was 

an unlucky try though.. Many poor men died along of that 

'em. Seven and twenty seamen and one^f them’ S ° me ofp | 
mate, Charlie!” * ' ' d P f them ' was m y 

herin h ^h wandered a Y a y from my story, I’m afraid, remem- 
benng these scraps of the past; but it all comes back to me 

are klmh and w^h* S ^f S to be ha PP enin g again. There 
„ , , Hugh, with the sun going down behind the 

floatin ba =ln ri aCr ° SS t th6 i ea; and thel . e . are the broken ships 
; s yn^cpif W ^ f a t'’ W1 1 * be P erc h rising at them; and there 
y , a very young cub, ignorant of what was about to 

come upon me. Perhaps, had I known what was to happen 
oefore the leaves of that spring had fallen, I should have 
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played less light-heartedly, and given more heed to Mr. 
Evans, the Rector. 

Now, on one day in each week, generally on Thursdays, 
we had rather longer school hours than on the other days.. 
On these days of extra work Hugh and I had dinner at the 
Rectory with Ned Evans, our schoolmate. After dinner 
we three boys would wander off together, generally down 
to Black Pool, where old Spanish coins (from some forgotten 
wreck) were sometimes found in the sand after heavy weather 
had altered the lie of the beach. We never found any 
Spanish coins, but we always enjoyed our afternoons there. 
The brook which runs into the sea there was very good for 
trout, in the way that Marah showed us; but we never 
caught any, for all our pains. In the summer we went 
to bathe from the sands, and all through that beautiful spring 
we talked of the dives we would take from the spring-board 

A 

running out into the sea. Then we would have great 
games of ducks and drakes, with flat pebbles; or games of 
pebble-dropping, in which our aim was to drop a stone so 



that it should make no splash as it entered the water. But 
the best game of all was our game of cliff-exploring among 
the cliffs on each side of the bay, and this same game gave 
me the adventure of my life. 

One lovely afternoon towards the end of the May of that 
year, when we were grubbing among the cliff-gorse as 
usual, wondering how we could get down the cliffs to rob 
the sea-birds' nests, we came to a bare patch among the 
furze; and there lay a couple of coastguards, looking inten 
at something a little further down the slope and out of 
sight, beyond the brow of the cliff. They had ropes with 
them, and a few iron spikes, and one of them had his telescope 
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n. the grass beside him. They looked up at us angrily 
w en we broke through the thicket upon them, and one of 
liem hissed at us through his teeth: "Get out, you bovs 
uick. Cut ' and waved to us to get away, which we 
did, a good deal puzzled and perhaps a little startled. We 
talked about it on our way home, Ned Evans said that the 
men were setting rabbit snares, and that he had seen the 
wires Hugh thought that they might be after sea-birds' 
eggs during their hours off duty. Both excuses seemed 
plausible, but for my own part I thought something very 
Afferent. The men, I felt, were out on some special 
service, and on the brink of some discovery. It seemed to 
me that when we broke in upon them they were craning 
forward to the brow of the cliff, intently listening. I even 
thought that from below the brow of the cliff, only a few 
feet away, there had come a noise of people talking. I did 
not mention my suspicions to Hugh and Ned, because I 
was not sure, and they both seemed so sure; but all the way 
home I kept thinking that I was right. It flashed on me 
that perhaps the night-riders had a cave below the cliff-brow, 
and that the coastguards had discovered the secret. It was ' 
very wrong of me, but my only thought was: "Oh, will 
thev catch Marah? Will poor Marah be sent to prison?" 

and the fear that our friend would be dragged off to gaol 
kept me silent as we walked. 

When we came to the gate which takes you by a short 
cut to the valley and the shale quarry, I said that I would go 
home that way, while the others went by the road, and that 
we would race each other, walking to see who got home 
first. They agreed to this, and set off together at a great 
rate, but as soon as they were out of sight behind the hedge 
I buckled my satchel to my shoulders and started nmning 
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to warn Marah. It was all downhill to the brook, and I 
knew that I should find Marah there, for he had sai4 that 
he was coming earlier than usual that afternoon to finish off 
a model boat which we were to sail after tea. I ran a* I 
had never run befor^-I thought my heart would thump 
itself to pieces;, but at last I got to the valley and saw i ara 
crossing the brook by the causeway. I shouted to him then 
and he heard me. I had no breath to call again, so I waved 
t<j him to come and then collapsed, panting, for I had ran a 
good mile across country. He walked towards me slowly, 
almost* 1 carelessly ; but I "saw that he was puzzled by my 
distress, and wondered what the matter was, ^ 

“What is it?” he asked, “What’s the rally for?’ ^ 
“Oh,” I cried, "the coastguards — over at Black Pool, 
“Yes,” he said carelessly, “what about theml 
“They’ve discovered it,” I cried. The cave under the 

cliff-top. They’ve discovered it.” 

His face did not change; he looked at me rather hard; 

and then asked me, quite carelessly, what I had seen. 

“Two coastguards.” I answered. “Two coastguards. 
In the furze. They were listening to people somewhere 

below them.” • 

“Yes,” he said, still carelessly, “over at Black Pool? I 

suppose they recognised you?” 

“Yes, they must have. We three are known all over 

the place. And I ran to tell you,” 

“So I see,” he said grimly. “You seem to have run 
like a tea-ship. Well, you needn’t have. There’s no cave 
on this side? Salcombe, except the hole at Tor Cross. What 
made you run to tell me ? ' ’ 

“Oh,” I said, “you’ve been so kind — so kind, and— I 
don’t know — I thought they’d senci you to prison.” 
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id you? lie said firufflv “tvj , 

they won't. There was^no call f«? d y °? ? W e«. 

self. Still, you’ve done it- T’n y ? U to your little 

™>« he gave an '2 ,' C "«” 

it at once; if we did not he uln ! J . f ° r us to °>*y 

when he told me to go I got ud ^h ° T h ' S tem P er ‘ So 

behind the hedge which marks S h ^ before 1 ^ 
but Marah had disappeared I ^L^T* 8 ° f ^ 
Then suddenly, from somewhTr u l i n ° trace of 

owl called and this in broad 6 da^Jh^'T^t.^Sr 

Too-hoo, too-hoo” rose in a Inrm 8 1 bmes the 

and three times another owl answeL f tbe shrubs - 

and from up the valley too n f [° m Up “mb®- 

owls. “Too-hoo, too-hoo” carne t -" d fU “ ° f 
laintly came answers somp nf +v. * cnes, and very 

though the cries 'asked for informal 111 **“' aS 

the first owl answered in sharp, broken cries BuTTta 

to the house, only hoping that nn ’ X , ,° n up the valle y 
down upon me. And this is wha^ fi W ° U d T™® sw00 P in g 

hon* I «. 8 Joe 

or upset, at seeing me- hut h» c- , \ ? e seemed shocked, 
His ? 7 ba?n?a“ttt e n?e S 

Z ctnS, t0 sh? u fd 

signals s It " C "" y *>»» 

en I reached home the others jeered at me for a 
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sluggard. They had been at home 
had begun tea, I let them talk as they pleaded, and then 
settled down to work; but all that night I dreamed of great 
owls, riding in the dark with bee-skeps over them, 

combes with their hootings. 
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CHAPTER VII 






the two coastguards 


^ "»TXd" h S ,'dTveMi™ IS 

door of Ws sLo Tnin J a ,v E u 6Ci ° g ' the «"*»• **> at the 

was a eeneral P r’ustil a n , . ° n the a P ron - There 

happened® 1 6 “ d Stlr ’ had evidently 

Whats all the row about, Mr. Edeclog?” I 

. - w 

Row?” he asked. 


f\( 




nf „„ , * “ Row enough. Master Tim. Two 

noon 'r JaS | uards - who were on duty yesterday after- 
play.’' ■ disappeared. It’s thought there's been foul 

, heart s an k j n t 0 m y boots, my head swam, I could 
beer kilfed 1 ' 1 my thou S ht was: “They have 

a murderer'.” Ugh my ^ Marah ' And 

h * t’ t ;, knOw I 5 0w I could have got to the Rectory gate, 

moment milltla faptam come from the tavern at that 
nent He mounted his horse, called out a word of 

command and_ the men under him moved off towards 
oiapton at a quick trot. - . 

‘The y have gone to beat the Lay banks,” said some one, 
cl then some one laughed derisively. 
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I walked across to the Rectory and flung my satchel of 
books on to the floor. The Rector’s wife came into the 
hall as we entered, “Why Jim,” she said, “what is the 

matter? Aren't you well?" 

“Not very," I answered. 

“My dear," she cried to her husband, “Jim's^not well. 

He looks as though he'd seen a ghost, poor boy." 

“Why, Jim," said the Rector, coming out of the sitting- 
room, “what’s the matter with you? Had too much jam 

for breakfast?" . . ' 

“No," I said. “But I feel faint. I feel sick. Can I 
go to sit in the garden for a minute?" 

“Yes," he answered. “Certainly. I'll get you a glass 
of cold water." 

I was really too far gone to pay much heed to anything. 
I think I told them that I should be quite well in a few 
minutes, if they would leave me there; and I think that 
Mrs. Evans told her husband to come indoors, leaving me 
to myself. At any rate they went indoors; and then the 

cool air, blowing on me from the sea, refreshed me, so that 
I stood up. f 

I could think of nothing except the words: “I am a 
murderer." A wild wish came to me to run to the cliffs by 
Black Pool to see whether the bodies lay on the grass in the 
place where I had seen them (full of life) only a few hours 
before. Anything was better than that uncertainty. In 
one moment a hope would surge up in me that the men 
would not be dead; but perhaps only gagged and bound; so 
at could free them. In the next there would be a feeling 

f ,, es P^ r ' t be men lay there, dead through my 
, ’ e b y Marah s orders, and flung among the gorse 

or e crows and gulls, I got out of the Rectory garden 
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L° £ n r0a< ! : and ' n , the road 1 felt stron g enough to run- 

and then a frenzy took hold of me, so that I ran like T’ 
possessed It is not very far to Black Pool; but I 'think 11 ! 

there thi°h e iTd 1 ^ ^ 0Ut of br ^th when I g0 

me, such as one only feels at rarfti had been * 

I saw a sea-fieht I saw that bmes '. Afterwards, when 

as they loaded and fired the gons^ 4 ^ fil?ed ^ Sail ° rs ’ 

a * on g ft 16 c ^ft s through the corse till 
grass was tram^ri^ coast gaards had lain. The 

fhouch and br0ken ' beaten flat in places as 

a stniPrf ii bodles had fal len on it; there were marks of 
a ^niggle all over the Datrh ^ drKS ol 

twigs were broken from tfieir stems- some one^^J S ° TX 

»«!>«. for ,he del'” fSjct ^ “J*" ‘ h «« ■« »*• 
me at first was the fact that +t, * What puzzled 

two pairs of boots both ,f I T® marks from onI y 
men who strugMed w*h t. regulation pattern. The 

soft hide. ' 6ather sl ‘PP ers ' rnade out of some 

staL f upon1hl y Jass eVed I T * \ ^ n ° bodies ’ nor 

That told me at on'ce thit th byd the brow of cliff. 

suspected. I craned forward eage^ arneaT" 7 ‘“i 

creep, to the very rim of the land 7i i ! as 1 dared 

edge into the sea, and saw the little d ° Wn ° ver the 

mto foam far below me. - le bIue waves creaming 

I could see nothing but the side of the cliff, with its 
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projecting knobs of rock; no opening of any kind, and yet 
a voice trom just below me (it seemed to come from below 
a little projecting slab a few feet down): a voice just below 
me, I say, said, quite clearly, evidently between puffs at a 
pipe, “I don’t know so much about that.” Another 
voice answered; but I could not catch the words. The 
voice I should have known anywhere; it was Marah’s 
“good-temper voice,” as he called it, making a pleasant 




answer. 

“That settles it,” I said to myself. “There’s a cave, 
and the coastguards are there, I’ll be bound, as prisoners. 
Now I have to find them and set them free. 

Very cautiously I peered over the cliff-face, examining 
every knob and ledge which might conceal (or lead to) an 
opening in the rock. No. I could see nothing; the cliff 
seemed to me to be almost sheer; and though it was low tide, 

the rocks at the base of the cliffs seemed to conceal no 

* • * 

opening, I crept cautiously along the cliff-top, as near to 
the edge as I dared, till I was some twenty feet from the 
spot where I had heard the voice. Then I looked down 
again carefully, searching every handbreadth for a firm 
foothold or path down the rocks, with an opening at the 
end, through which a big man could squeeze his body. No 
There was nothing. No living human being could get 
down that cliff -face without a rope from up above; and 
even if he managed to get down, there seemed to be 
nothing but the sea for him at the end of his journey. 
Again I looked carefully right to the foot of the crag. 

No. There was absolutely nothing; I was off the track 
somehow. 




Now, just at this point the cliff fell inland for a few paces, 
forming a tiny bay about six yards across. To get along 
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on the ledges ThenT° , ^ S , eagulIs V om S in their nests 

it, I saw the red stem- pfece °tf \ rather l^^ T** Urged 

in a moment. Here was a ^ L -1 The S6Cret was P lain 
cave big enough’ to hid! I fr W,th a sea - entr ance, and a 

«n ' tom I' bo 
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Any men entering the I'tH^h 86 ^ fr ° m somewhere within. 
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r the south wet S d here a rcc k, which shut it in 
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gales the bay or cove would have been sheltered, though 
full of the foam spattered from the - sheltering 

crag. 

I had found the cave, but my next task was to find an 
entrance, and that seemed to be no easy matter. I searched 
every inch of the cliff-face for a foothold, but there was 
nothing there big enough for anything bigger than a sea-lark, 
I could never have clambered down the cliffy even had I 
the necessary nerve, which I certainly had not. The only 
way down was to shut my eyes and walk over the cliff-edge, 
and trust to luck at the bottom, and "that was one beyond 

me" only Marah Gorsuch would have tried that way. 

No; there was no way down the cliff-side, that was 
certain . 

Now, somebody — I think it. was old Alec Jewler, the 
ostler at the Tor Cross posting-house — had told me that 
here and there along, the coast, but most of all in Cornwall, 
near Falmouth, there had once been arsenic mines, now 
long since worked out. Their shafts, he said, could be 
followed here and there for some little distance, and every 
now and again they would broaden out into chambers, in 
which people sometimes live, even now. It occurred to me 
that there might be some such shaft-opening among the 
gorse quite close to me; so I crept away from the cliff-brink, 
and began to search among the furze, till my skin was full 
of prickles. Though I searched diligently for an hour or 
two, I could find no hole big enough to be the mouth of a 
shaft. I knew that a shaft of the kind might open a hundred 
yards from where I was searching, and I was therefore well 
prepared to spend some time in my hunt. And at last, 
when I was almost tired of looking, I came across a fox or 
badger earth, not very recent, which seemed, though I 






















could not be certain, to broaden out inside I lav a. 

-V do„ hole , -JSV 1 

*??', From U P the hole there came the reek of d 
dup s tobacco. I had stumbled upon one of the cave wf 
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THE CAVE IN THE CLIFF 


My heart was thumping on my ribs as I thrust and 

back again; it never once occurred to me that I might stick 
in the burrow, and die stifled there, like a rat in a trap . My 
one thought was, “I shall save the coastguards, and t a 
thought nerved me to push on, careless of everything e se. 
It was not at all easy at first, for the earth fell in my ears from 
the burrow-roof, and there was very little room for my bo y. 
Presently as I had expected, the burrow broadened out— 

1 could ''kneel erect in it quite easily; and then I found that 
I could stand up without bumping my head. I was not 
frightened, I was only very excited; for, now that I stood in 
the shaft, the reek of the tobacco was very strong. I could 
see hardly anything— only the light from the burrow-mouth, 
lighting up the sides of the burrow for a yard or two, and a 
sort of gleam, a sort of shining wetness, upon the floor of the 
shaft and on its outer wall, I heard the wash of the sea, or 
thought I heard it, and that was the only noise, except a 
steady drip, drip, splash where water dripped from the roof 
into a pool on the floor. For a moment I stood still, not 
certain which way to go. Then I settled to myself the 
direction from which I had heard the voices, and turned 

along the shaft on that side. 

When I had walked a few yards my nerve began to go; 
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went on hands and knees feeling J may be sure that 1 

I went forward very ve^ sta vl v *“ fr ° nt of me - 

through my knickerbockers Tnd 2 ^ T mud COmin ? 

falling on my nec k from ‘the roof Af t f° T PS SOmetimes 
just beyond the turning Si & to the left '' and 

lit up bV the sun as cC a : del? the r0ck - a11 

cliff-face, one of them a great hi ’ i 7 ?® were hoIes in the 

through on to the floor of the «fve ° i’ cold ? i SUn Sh ° ne 
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_ , & U P oy the horizon. Ven/ ranfin,,^ t 

it '»*"»- xis l c s 

sq«!tre)“S*i,* w “ s #een feet 

».s b.p.a „ th , • 
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THE CAVE IN THE CLIFF 

Hnvpq and kegs and the various sea stores, such as new rope 

which*) entered it) a night of worn st!»« steps W ** r 
wards into the bowels of the earth. Aha , I _g > 
“so that’s how you reach your harbour.. _ , 

crept up to one of the piles of boxes and cautiously peeped 

Tiooked over cautiously, for as I entered the room. I had 
the eerie feeling which one gets sometimes at night, 1 1 . 
that there was somebody else in the room. Sure enough 
there was somebody else— two somebodies-and my heart 
leaped up in joy to see them. Sitting on the ground, tied by 
the body to some of the boxes over which I peered, were the 
two missing coastguards. Their backs were towards me, 
and their hands and feet were securely bound; but they were 
unhurt, that was the great thing. One of them was quietly 
smoking, filling the cave with strong tobacco smoke; the 
oher was asleep, breathing rather heavily. It was evidently 
a pleasant holiday for the pair of them. No other person 
was in the room, but I saw that on the far side of the chamber 
another gallery led on into the cliff to another chamber, and 
from this chamber came the sound of many voices talking 
(in a dull quiet way), and the slow droning of the song of a 
drunken man. I shut my eyes, and lay across the boxes as 
still as a dead man, trying to summon up enough courage to 
speak to the coastguard; and all the time the drunkard’s song 
quavered and shook, and died down, and dragged on again, 
as though it would never end. Afterwards I often heard 
that song, in all its thirty stanzas; and I have only to repeat 
a line of it to bring back to myself the scene of the sunny 
cave, with the bound coastguard smoking and the smugglers 
talking and talking just a few paces out of sight. 
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As 


the gale it roar-ed dismally 




said the sineer- an V T earbaty.” 

some one struck a light for his pine anil th * ^ uestion ' and 

on and on about the bold Captain ^.dropped 

met with such disaster. F ^ shl P which 

At last I summoned ud omimi. 

crawled over the boxes af far as^I c£ Sp f 1 kl 1 

a T’ “ Sh! ” 1 Said ' in a low vot 'Dontt 

a sound. I ve come to rescue you.” make 

. ** le man started violently (I Harp C c>, 7 

m a bad way after his nieht L J y , his nerves were 

pipe with a little clatter on to the 2l^ Ve ' ^ dro PP ed his 
at me. s ones, and turned to stare 

sound*!” 1 Sai<3 agam ' ‘ ,:Don ’t speak. Don’t make a 

was TstongMe! StTverv^’ and °P ened my knife. It 

through the •?". “» ,™ “"S *» « 

fellow to the boxes P ’ which lashed the poor 

master,” the man said, as he rose to 


( i 


I was getting 


■ 

’•jCJ 


DV e know the 


stiff. 

way 


his feet and stretched himself? 

Now, let’s get out of here 
out?” ■ nere - 

Yes, I said, “I think I do. 

but come this way. This way.” --a 

Very quietly we stole out by the £r a ii Pr „ u„ . . . , , , 

entered, W e made no attempt to , hl . ch 1 had 

-iry ; m P r rous ^ the sleeping man- 

30 heavily, and we conlH nof 4.^ 


Oh, don't make a noise; 




he slept too heavily and w7 Z ^ ^ S ’ ee P in g man : 
I don’t know what the coastenard’^f * , afford t0 11111 risks - 

. . was pretty nearly fainting with excitement. I 
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cm* h,„ m, h«« go * = . 

Lm of Z g*J, tta smugglers behind us burs! mto the 

chorus at the end of the song * % 


“O never more do I intend 

For to cross the raging main 

But to live at home most chcerfull-ce* 

And thus I end my tragcd-ee. 



I felt that if I could get away from that adventure, I to. 
would live at home most cheerfully until the day o 
death. We took advantage of the uproar to step quickly 1 

the darkness of the passage. 

lust before we came to the low stone breastwork which 
had given me such a shock a few minutes before, we heard 
some one whistling a bar of a tune. The tune was the 

tune of — 

- 

“Oh. my true love’s listed, and wears a white cockade.” 




And to our horror the whistler was coming quickly tow rads 
us. In another second we saw him stepping along the 
gallery, swinging a lantern. He was a big, strong man, 

evidently familiar with the way. 

'"Back,” said the coastguard in a gasp, "Get back, for 

your life, and down that staircase,” 

The man didn't see us; didn't even hear us. He stopped at 
the stone breastwork, opened his lantern, and lit his pipe at 
the candle, and then stepped on leisurely towards the chamber. 
Our right course would have been "to go for him, knock 
him down, knock the breath out of him, lash his wrists ana 
ankles together, and bolt for the entrance. But the Coast- 
guard was rather upset by his adventure, and he let the 
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rs ”w“ 3 ;? - - 

down and down into the bowels of the earth h *7 

down, leaping lightly on the tips of our toes fhe auat/1 

a!trs;;lv deari ^ tha t I even nrad? a gue2 
down to sea-level we" founT outelvef inTca^Ts ' bit'asT 

wastrgj thou^f' ^ ^ ^ ^ ht ’ for the !*£ 

roof of the cave mouth stood six feet from the sea Th! 
landing-place fa natorM ££ P tr f"S uIar channel, with a 

cluck J , tout the raks: ;J ^ “ “g * 22 « 

rt’s i e s't of f i ,ch « -w 

Xl °" bo,h ,h ““ di "£ e 4 “ J ’;S2 

F~ f - 

clearh- in that fi \ at ~ eiSI , lre ’ ^ not notice them very 
clearly in that first moment. All that I saw then was a lame 

lower S do vn moored at the cave-mouth, some few feet 
een that much " ^ tiful modeI °f a boat (I had 

bows at 1 th P f n - ° ge her ' and both of us landed in her 

lantern neer- ' mSt f ant ’ iU8t as the m an with the 
ern, peering down from the top of the stairs, asked us 
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what in the world we were playing at down there. 

The coastguard made no answer, for he was busy in the 
bows: I think he had his knife through the painter m five 
seconds. Then he snatched up a boat-hook (I . took ^ ap oar) 
and we drove her with all our strength along the 
channel into (or, I should say, towards) the open sea and 

“Hey,” cried the man with the lantern, “chuck that !. 

Are you mad? ” He took a step or two down the staircase, 

in order to see better. . , . 

“Drive her, oh, drive her, boy!. cried the coas - 

Biff - * ' * I 

^ I thrust with all my force, the coastguard; gave a mighty 

heave, the lugger slid slowly seawards. . 

“Hey!” yelled the smuggler, clattering upstairs, drop- 
ping his lantern down on us.. “Hey, Marah, Jewler, 
Smoke well, Hankin_all of you! They’ve got away in tne 

“Now the play begins,” said the coastguard. Another 

heave, and another — together now! _ • 

We drove the lugger forward again, so that half her length 

thrust out into the sea. We ran aft to give her a final thrust 
out, and just at that moment her bow struck upon the rock 
at the cave mouth in the excitement of the moment we 
had not realised that one of us was wanted in the bows to 
shove her nose clean into the sea. The blow threw us both 
upon our hands and knees in the stem sheets; it took us 
half-a-dozen seconds to pick ourselves up, and then I realised 
that I should have to jump forward and guide the boat clear 
of all outlying dangers. As I sprang to the bows there came 
yells from the top of the stairs, where I saw half-a-dozen 
smugglers coming full tilt towards us. 
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Yj<A 


Some one cried out “Drop it, drop it vou fonit” a .. 

voice cried “Fire!" and P two of three So s ^ 

out, making a noise like a cannonade. The coasteuarvS 

th. cm wan, A„ d then J - ‘ „■ S3 Lp"^; s 

I T ° f cav ' ; h « 8*™. » Uttle thS 

him lose his balance and topple over. g - 

me Th< That "s° Ugh “w ’ he SaM ' with a grin glance at 
m£ ^ 1 nat s enough for one time," 

He picked up the coastguard’s boat-hook ( the man in?f 
with 11 Ma raM °°^ e l shee P ish; he mad e no attempt to fight 

3-a-dSdeft^ £Ss, ^InoSe ^ T ^ W " h 

#to the stern sheets, looked at the SStguard wXl ShT 
and helped to work the lugger back into the cave. A third 
man threw down a sternfast to secure her* a frmrtv. i ^ 

whfch h we hld and t b6g W ‘ h H Ut a l0ng SpIire int0 the Sr 

"f 1 ,»>""« «“h „ , lesson for o.r lSg 

“?won°t “ ’ 8 % !if Said ' " and don,t ^ that again.” 

* w ? nt ' sai( ^ the coastguard. 

We°L d r b t tt f f " 0t ’’’ sa j d another smuggler. That was all. 

was st n r °° m W ® had J ’ ust left The other coastguard 

last few tha * 5061116(1 stran ge to me, for the 

last few minutes had seemed like hours. * d a m RSH 
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9 9 


said one 

* ' * ' 


* 


i i 


cut 


lashings, ’ ' said 


“Better bring him inside, boss, 

He may try the same game/’ 

"He’s got no young sprig to(j ■■■■IJH 
Marah, “He’ll be well enough,” So they left the man to 

his quiet and passed on with their other prisoners into the 
inner room. 
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SIGNING ON 



it waTnnt r ,°r T* Tl h larger than the P rison chamber; 
t. « as not littered with boxes, but clean and open like a 

thf oher room ht'th “ WaS n0t ’ P erha P s > qnite so light as 
bv i K f b + u here were holes in cliff hidden 

steeamtd th r ° m ,' h ®, Vlew of P assm g fishermen, mid the sun 
steamed through, these on to the floor, leaving only the 

|J? t 2 the ro ° m . ln shadow. The room had been airanged 
h „ mess~deck of .a war-ship; there were sea-chests and 

l t , 8ed , f ound the inner wall; there was a trestle 

sunMrtwTtf W h tm f pann ! kins and P lat es. The roof was 
?P ed by a lme of wooden stanchions. There were arm 

and lon^H w containing muskets, cutlasses, 

and long, double-barrelled pistols. As I expected, there 

were several bee-skeps hanging from nails, or lying on the 

of r'a J Wa U D the - SmU f glers ’ roost ’ Perhaps in the presence 
oi Captain Sharp himself. 

^ The drunken smuggler who had sung of Captain Glen 
was the only occupant of the room when we entered : he sat 
, , as ee P m kla ehest, still clutching his pannikin, still 

T l 1 ! boatswain - He was an Italian by 
h, so Marah told me. He was known as Gateo. When 

e was so er e was a good seaman, but- when he~was drunk 

r d ° Hothmg but sing of Captain Glen until he 

pped off to sleep. He had served in the Navy, Marah 

So I Jill II 
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Marah 


SIGNING ON 

told me, and had once been a boatswain’s mate in the Victory; 
but he had deserted, and now he was a smuggler living in a 

hole in the earth. .. ,, . 

“And now,” said Marah, after he had told me all this, 

"vou and me will have to talk. Step into the other .roona 

there, you boys,” he cried to the other smugglers; “I want 

to have a word with master here. 

One of the men— he was the big man who had raised rne 

alarm on us; I never knew his real name, everybody always 

called him Extry— said glumly that he ‘ ‘wasn’t going to 

oblige boys, not for dollars." 

Marah turned upon him, and the tw r o men faced each 

other; the others stood expectantly, eager for a fight, 

"Step into the other room there," repeated 

quietly. 

"I ain’t no pup nor no nigger-man," said Extry. 
ain't going to order me." 

Marah seemed to shrink into himself, and to begin to 
sparkle all over — I can’t describe it; that is the effect he 
produced — he seemed to settle down like a cat going to 
spring. Extry’s hand travelled round for his sheath-knife, 
and yet it moved indecisively, as though half afraid. And 
then, just as I felt that Extry would die from being looked at 
in that way, he hung his head, turned to the door, and 
walked out sheepishly according to order. He was beaten. 

"No listening now," said Marah, as they filed out. 

^ ^ 

"Keep on your own side of the fence." 

Shall we take Gatty with us?" said one of the men. 

Let him lie," said Marah; "he’s hove down for a full 

* *— * * • - 

due, Gatty is." 

The men disappeared with their prisoner. Marah looked 
after them for a moment. "Now," he said, come on 
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over here to the table, Master Jim " He «* t. a 
a strange gn n upon his face; I knew that “ e with 

£& Jt*5 ^ 

“l hf'ba t” SOmS 1° talk ,0 >">" 

<< r ^ ck upon the lashed-up hammocks an H h u 
a , \ s “PP ose you know what you’ve done? Vn ® ^ SW ' 

you haven’t. You hafe '^e anHho ' “ W ^ 

M Place? Whar 8 “ave“„ ** b 


JIM DAVIS 




1 


«t juu yuur ciue ^ 

I saw the coastguards ud ahovA u - - v 

answered, “and I thought I h y ester day,” I 

below the brow of the cliff til r°!^ , Sp , eakin S from 




below the brow of the cliff m tt T v01ces s P ea kjng from 
found a h° ] d ^ j ^ 0 ^’'“ ^ * 1 


He went into the other room 1 ° 7 ^ y°ur tracks.'" 

Of the other smuggle" "ZSJ& TO* to „„ 

•jsps from - 

go_ home „o„r L m r„5„iT' S “ r " y 1 “ 

yes, said Marah, “they'll be anxious R„t 
here, my son; folk who acts hast,, „ ° , But look y° u 

make, other people anxious JL ^1°“ ™ d °?5’ the y ofteD 


S; Ze of* 2 T^hlr e T gh - Veiy anxious 

nosing around here. Now here vo°u haV ® d ° nC by - C ° ming 
^in Sharp’s pnsoner^rhJryormusTstr— 

m y eyes. “I must g0 home/ - the tears comin g to 


RS 





round like a spy; you’ve found out our secret. You might 
let as many as fifty men in for the gallows — fifty men to 
be hanged, d'ye understand; or to be transported, or sent 
to a hulk, or drafted into a man-o'-war. I don't say you 
would, for I believe you have sense: still, you're only a boy, 
and they might get at you in all sorts of ways. Cunning 
lawyers might. And then you’d give us away and where 
would we be ? Eh,- boy? \Vhere would we be? Suppose 
you gave us away, meaning no harm, not really knowing 
what you done. Well, I ask you, where would we be?" 

"I wouldn’t give you away," I said hotly, "You 
know I wouldn’t, I never gave you away about the hut 
in the woods." 

"No," he said, "you never; but this time there's men's 
necks concerned. I can't help myself — Captain Sharp’s 
orders. I couldn’t let you go. if I wanted to; the hands 
wouldn’t let me. It'd be putting so many ropes round their 
necks." By this time I was crying. "Don’t cry, yoi 
'un," he said; "it won’t be so bad. But you see your 
what you've done now, don’t you?" 

He walked away from me a turn or two to let me h« 
my cry out. When my sobs ceased, he came back and 
close to me, waiting for me to speak. 

"What will you do to me?" I asked him. 

"Why," he answered, "there’s only one thing to be done; 
either you’ve^got to become one of us, so as if you give us 
away you 11 be in the same boat — I don’t say you need be 
one of us for long; only a trip or two— or, you'll have to 
walk through the window there, and that's a long fall and 
a mighty wet splash at the. bottom," 
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I thought of Mims waiting at home for me, and of the 

jolly tea-table, with Hoolie begging for toast and Hugh’s 

face bent over his plate, The thought that I should never 

see them again set me crying passionately— I cried as if mv 
heart would break. " *' 

||“Why— come, come,” said Marah; “I thought vou 

were a sailor. Take a brace, boy. We’re not gonig to kill 

you. You’ll make a trip 01 two. What’s that ? Whv 

it s only a matter of a week or two, and it’ll make a man of 

you. A very jolly holiday. I’ll be able to make a’ man of 

you just as I said I would. You’ll see life and you’ll see the 

sea, and then you’ll come home and forget all about us. 

. ut go home you’ll not, understand that, till we got a hold 
on you the same as you on us.” . . > 

There was something in his voice which gave me the fury 
of despair I sprang to my feet, almost beside myself. 

ery we , then, I cried. “Vou can drown me. I’m 
not going to be ,one of you. And if I ever get away I’ll see 
you all hanged, every one of you— you first.” 

^ couldn t say more, for I burst out crying again. 

■Marah sat still, watching me. “Well, ~ well,” he said, 

1 always thought you had spirit. Still, no sense in drown- 
ing you, no sense at all.” M 

He walked to the door and called out to some of the 

smugglers ’’Here, Extry, Hankin, you fellows, just come 
in here, I want you a moment/ ' j 

The men came in quickly , and ranged themselves about 
trie ^ room, grinning cheerfully. ' ‘ 

'"Low me to introduce you,” said Marah. “Our new 
apprentice, Mr. Jim Davis.” H 

e men bowed to me sheepishly. j 

"Glad to meet Mr. Davis," said one of them. , 




“Ouite a pleasure," said another. 

“I s' pose you just volunteered, ft r - J im - 

th ‘‘Yes ’ ’ said Marah; “he just volunteered I want you 
to wtoss his name on the articles.” He produced a sheet 
of paper which was scrawled all over with name . ^ 

|Mr. Jim," he said, "your name, please. 

pen in the chest here. , , 

“What d’ye want my name for. 1 aske . _ 

“Signing on,” he said, winking at me. Its only a 

won’t set my name to the paper,” I cried. “I’ll 

have nothing to do with you. I d sooner le— ar soone . 
“That’s a pity,” said Marah, taking up the pen. Well, 

if you won’t, you won’t.” ,, . 

He bent over the chest and wrote Jim Davis in a 

round, unformed, boyish hand, not unlike my own. 

"Now, .boys” he said, “you have seen the signature. 

Witness it, please." . . . 

The men witnessed the signature and made their clumsy 

crosses; none of them could write. 

“You see?" asked Marah. "We were bound to get 

you, Jim. You’ve signed our articles." 

"I've done nothing of the kind," I said. 

Oh! but you have," he said calmly. ^"Here's your 

witnessed signature. \ou're one of us now. 

It’s a forgery!" I cried. 

Forgery?" he said in pretended amazement. But 
here are witnesses to swear to it. Now don't take on, son 
—he saw that I was on the point of breaking down again at 
seeing myself thus trapped. "\ou can’t get away. You re 
ours. Make the best of a bad job. We will tell your 
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friends you are safe Th par’ll i 

— M be ho™ afS l ?,** *" hour 

be enough one of „ ,„ k vo ,/ "»> J» 

own salrp t> Keep your mouth shut frw » 

sooner fh * • i sorr y you don't like it w 11 

dry your tears, the quicker w e can Sn t ^ f ° ner ^ 

Here Smokewell, get dinner along lt ’ l» t0ge ‘ her - 
o clock. Now, Ji m , my son r „ g ’. “ s P rett y near two 

peo P k.” He sat down on ' a chest^ andV t0 y ° Ur 

°’ h e k a u ded; ‘' yOU had bett er write Sa'vTh' 10 
■ I shall be back in three * 7 hlS! 1 am 

gone to stay i n Somersetshire whh Cant Jj™*' 1 have 

There; that’s enough CiL , u f ° r me ’ 1 am safe.’ 

letter at once to Mrs! Cottier a t the S H -i^’ deliver this 
show your beautiful face to mor P ’ nai s < -' as tte. Don’t 

Hankin took the letter and shambled^ ° ff '" 

room window on a dart of h^ 1* throu g h the dining- 

wrote for many a Tong dav TU ™ ^ letter 1 
boyhood, that letter. b hat was m y farewell to 

felfS e at%i?e m Lwr k S V or 11 m br0Ught * dinner ’ and we 111 

heart to eat much, though 5 the food Part ’ V VaS to ° sick at 
was a cold fowl a ham a „a f ° d WaS good enou gh. There 

After dinner, ihe men 'cuT no" tfh^ 
and smoked, and threw di ce t but^^mh’ ^ P l, ayed Cards ' 

ness. He slung one of thp ^ k , to me ln m Y wretched- 

turn in for a sleep After T™? 3 for me - made me 

of uneasy doze. I ? woke u n frn 1 cHed “to a sort 

i woke up from time to time, and whenever 







ig, with his face turned 

to the window, watching 'the sea. Then I would heai the 
flicker of the cards in the next room, and the voices of the 
players, ‘You go that? Do you? Well, and 1 11 raise you. 
And then I would hear the money being paid to the winners, 
and wonder where I whs, and so doze off again into all 

manner of dreams. 


















CHAPTER X 




aboard the lugger 








S?cUffs Tod T * Was Stm bright da y- but the sun was off 
-w ,f’» d - , h ® caves seemed daf k and micanny, 

<< V C ba,d 1 Iara ! 1, " have you had a good sleep?" 
for lours.' ’ ° f wretchedness : “I must have slept 

‘‘You’ll need a good sleep," said Marah, "for it’s likelv 

Z n J/z "r , 0 ' n i ht We th« U S 

We dp n W “1’ V ' C r ' nov ’ w hat the owls do, don’t we 5 
-upper along in about half-an-hour. What d’you sav to f 

then out and dry yourself? Why it’d be half your life 

water them’s ^ in the W °' rId ’ Can>t offer y° u hesh 
come down and have a dip in the salt." y 

to Vhe l ed t the i n j° the next room ’ Md down the stairs 

off on Td 1 ' T ^ 6 v de Was prett - v full > so that I could dive 
off one ledge and climb out by the ledge at the other side. 

. lve ln alad then climbed back, and dried myself with 

w( f ° an .° f ee hng wonderfully refreshed. Then 

of + u t , UpStairS the cave a 8 ain ’ and supped off the remains 

tpuin® d T er o and then the men ^ about the table talking, 
fin. t^^ eaC1 ° 6r s ^ ores of the sea. It was dusk before we 
e supper, and the caves were dark, but no lights were 
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aboard the lugger 




allowed. _ Theirs, always went** 

Ser-.'pXbly they lived in *e 

could not be seen from me “ L 

m T* ag -a rds 'sunsef the sky clouded over, and it began to rain 
I sat at the cave wrndow, b&efy * > S rang 

feeling very sick at heart, ine rain. 

in my ears in little snatches. a Uve ever 

mvself The lower masts was standing. , ■. » 

T didn't understand half of what they smd; bu 4* 
seemed to be full of terrible meaning, like the \ ^ 

in dreams. Marah was very kind in his rough saior^ way, 
but I was homesick, achingly homesick, ana his ]oh _ y 
made me more wretched than I was. At last he 1 told ^ m 
to turn in again and get some sleep, and, after I had t 
myself up, the men were quqieter. I slept in a dazed, 1 g - 
headed fashion (as I had slept in the afternoon), t\\ some 11 1 
early in the morning (at about one 0 clock), whe 
shook my hammock, and Marah’ s voice bade me n . 

It was dark in the cave, almost pitch-dark. Marah took 
my arm and led me downstairs to the lower cave where one 
or two battle-lanterns made it somewhat lighter, lhere 
were nearly twenty men gathered together in the cave, and 
I could see that the lugger had been half filled with stores, 
all securely stowed, ready for the sea. A little, brightly- 
dressed manikin, in a white, caped overcoat, was directing 
matters, talking sometimes in. English, sometimes in French, 
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but always with a refined accent, and in picked phrases He 
was clean shaven, as far as I could see, and his eyes glittered 
m the lantern-light. The English smugglers addreil him 
as Captain Sharp, but I learnt afterwards that “Captain 
sharp was the name by which all their officers were 
nown, and that there were at least twenty other Captain 
Sharps scattered along the coast. At the time, I thought 
that this man was the supreme head, the man who had sent 
Mrs. Cottier her present, the man who had spoken to me 
that night of the snow-storm. 

Here, Marah, he said, when he saw that I was taking 
too much notice of him, “stow that lad away in the bows* 
he will be recognising me by-and-by." 

son “° me ° n ’ Said Marah; “i um P in to the boat, my 

“But where are we going ? 77 I asked, 

“Going ?' 7 he answered. “Going? 
a man of you. Going to France, my son." 

I hung back, frightened and wretched. He swung me 
lightiy off the ledge into the lugger's bows. 

Now, come , he saidj you're not going to cry. I'm 
going to make a man of you. Here, you must put on this 
suit of wrap-rascal, and these here knee-boots, or you'll be 
cold to the bone, 'specially if you're sick. Put 'em on, 
son, before we sail. He didn't give me time to think or 
to refuse, but forced the clothes upon me,* they were a world 
too big, “There," he said; “now you're quite the sailor." 
He gave a hail to the little dapper man above him. “We're 

; p a P^ a ^ n Sharp, 7 he cried, “so soon as you like. 

ight, said the Captain, “You know what you got 
to do. Shove off, boys!" 

A dozen more smugglers leaped down upon the lugger; 


dismayed. 
Going to 


make 
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•i-o fpw rooes were flung 
the gaskets were cast o« .my the lines »W* 

SU«r«S Se^eS. The dapper »» —* *» 
Eds and -kipp-d ,»P <* JjfS, -So long— so tang," 

"Good-bye, Jim, said . Half-a-dozen strong 

eried the smugglers to that ^ sternfast, helping to 

hands .alhed *ng said Matah. as 

the lugger moved ^‘thSthfr forward to the sea. The 

sea air beat '» “Sr uXdi'e heel »d along 

wetting my skin the ' • „re at sea; the 

the cliff— we were out oi i . vere moving 

cave and the cliff were a few yards from us, 

out into the unknown. _ >> gome one; a 

. ^tL me aft to the stern sheets, and there was Marah at 
hand led me al her „ he said in a low voice. ’ 

the tiller. Get sa , st « the masts were 

Then the lugger passed from the last ^elfer o e n t 

wind cau°ht us, and made us heel a little, the men went to 

the weather side; the noise of talking water dee P e "_ o ^°° t 
the water creamed into brightness as we drove through . 
They set the little main topsail— luggers were never ty 

strictly rigged in those days. . 

“There’s the Start Light, Jim, n said Marah. 

good-bye . You’ll see it no more for a week. 

They were very quiet in the lugger; no one S P° e* 

except when the steersman was relieved, or w en 

wished something done among the rigging. The 
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settled down on the weather side with their pipes and quids, 
ond all through the short summer night we lay there, huddled 
half asleep together, running to the south like a stag. At 
dawn the wind breezed up, and the lugger leaped and bounded 
till I felt giddy; but they shortened no sail, only let her drive 
and stagger, wasting no ounce of the fair wind.. The sun 
came up, the waves sparkled, and the lugger drove on for 
France, lashing the sea into foam and lying along on her 
side. I didn't take much notice of things for I felt giddy 
and stunned; but the change in my circumstances had been 

so great the life in the lugger was so new and strange to 

me that I really did not feel keen sorrow for being away 

from my friends. I just felt stunned and crushed. 

Marah was at the taffrail looking out over the water with 
one hand on the rail. He grinned at me whenever the 
sprays rose up and crashed down upon us. “Ha/ he 
would say, “there the sprays; that beats your shower-baths," 
and he would laugh to see me duck whenever a very heavy 
spray flung itself into the boat. We were, tearing along at 
a great pace and there were two men at the tiller: Marah was 
driving his boat in order to “make a passage." We leaped 
and shook, and lay down and rushed, like a thing possessed; 
our sails were dark with the spray; nearly every man on 
board was wet through. 

By-and-by Marah called me to him and took me by the 
scruff of the neck with one hand. “See here," he said, 
putting his mouth against my ear; “look just as though 
nothing was happening. You see that old Gateo at the 
lee tiller? Well, watch him for a moment. Now look 
beyond his red cap at the sea. What’s that? Your eyes 
are younger — I use tobacco too much to have good eyes. 
What’s that on the sea there?" 

92 / I imi 
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i Lpri hard whenever the lugger rose up i r ntter 

" »M, in . low voice; “a small »l. A cot... 


‘ “*"■ Now ,ur “ 10 ' vi " 4 ''“ d ' 

What d'ye make of that? windward and ahead 

, H ' ho. Ear, I saw « 

IShE l saw, several ships; but te TOJ 



4)10,1 face and the wind blew the tears out of my eyes 
-Ships,” I answered him. "A lot of ship^-a whole 


convoy 


Ships 

° f -Ah ) ” he answered, “that's no convoy.. That’s the 

fleet blockading Brest, ^ ^. J^Vottom's clean, 
cruiser, and she’s new from home, her ^ ^ o£f 

otherwise we’d dropped her. g enna .” 

into the fleet; and then there will be James At Kern 

“Who was he? ” I ask ^ red lightly. 

until he was dead. You thank your stars we have no go 

far to eo There’s France fair to leeward; but that cm rev s 

between us and there, so we shall have ^,1 

home. P’raps we shall not get home — it dep.nds, J - — 
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THE FRIGATE "LAOCOON" 





B y this time the other smugglers had become alarmed tk 

and the two little cohoms nr h?L • f Uf Was cleared > 
pointed over the sides, were trained and loaded ' a ^ 
k • ^ Uie main ~mast to look around "Thp r nt^' n 

Sa“S e ” tot , " “ e ^ out ' “» 

again n 4ive S th° ^ ^ He haiIed the ^theTd 

b atn. Have the fngates seen us vet?" 

tur^Tviil m l n ii°L k ‘ kUrried . g ! a ? ce to wind- 





ward, turned visibly white to the linT , Wf t0 wind ' 
to the deck. "Be^rll th lir\. an J d ^ d0w i? a . ro P e 


ieported^ "Th ” Bea n d ° Wn faS *’ under stunsails, ’ ' he 
TherJs three fri^tef S them with her topsail. 

^ht^^h COn ^?n dOWn ’’’ he , added ‘ 

He evidently^houglrtXt J13? ^A ^ * 

sx bXrx? jt “ g r al1 - ■ - - £ 

"I shouldn’t like 1,%' T„Ser^“” * 


t i/r "* 

I*" “ 
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like it a iollv sight less than that,” said he, “and 
,, ‘on if probably be! We’re ten miles from home. 

KSS.. I. «U1 b. . might, «*». »y " 

Sh M tha* inslMt’of^time something went overhead with a 

bail,” said Matah, fomting to a 

spni * »™. " T S s “tier wants us to stop and 

have breakfast with em. . , 

“Whang,” went another shot, flying far overhead. 

“Fire away,” said Marah. “You’re more than a mile 

away; you will not hit ns at that range.. 

He shifted his course a little, edging more^ towards the 

shore, so as to cut transversely across the cutter s bows. We 
ran for twenty minutes in the course of the frigates; by tha 
time the cutter was within half a mile and the frigates within 
three miles of us. All the cutter’s guns were prepering at 
us; a shot or two went through our sails, one shot knocked 

a splinter from our fife-rail. 

“They shoot a treat, don t they? Said Mara . 
“Another minute and they will be knocking 






spar.” ' • 

Just as he spoke, there came another shot from the cutter; 

something aloft went “crack ; a rope unreeved from its 

pulley and rattled on to the deck; the mizen came down in 

a heap : the halliards had been cut clean through. The men 

leaped to repair the damage; it took but a minute or two, but 

we had lost way; the next shot took us square amidships and 




tore off a yard of our lee side. 

“We must give them one in return / 5 he said. “Aft to 

the gun, boys . 55 
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men trained the long gun on the cutter 
Marah," I said, "don't fire on Englishmen." 

Who began the firing?" he answered. "Em g<w 
to knock away some of their sails. Stand clear ' of the 
* reech, he shouted, as he puTed the trigger-string. 

The gun roared and recoiled; a hole appeared as if bv 
magic in the swelling square foresail of the cutter “TnJ 
with bar-shot and chain," said Marah. - "Anther like 

that and we shall rip the whole sail off. Mind your eve 
There goes her gun again." y * 

Thi s _ time the shot struck the sea beside us, • sending a 
sjXDt of water over our rail. Again Marah pulled his 

tngger-stnng, the gun fell over on its side, and the cutter's 
mast seemed to collapse into itself as though it were wrapping 
itselt up m its own canvas. A huge loose clue of sail-the 
foresail's starboard leach— flew up into the air; the boom 
swung after it, the gaff toppled over from above; we saw 
the topmast dive like a lunging rapier , into the sea. We 
had torn the foresail in two, and the shot passing on had 
smashed the foremast just below the cap. All her sails lay 
m a confused heap just forward of the mast, 1 

That s done her, ' said one of the smugglers. "She 
can t even use her gun now." 

Hooray! cried another. "We're the boys for a 

lark. . pi 

Are you?” said Marah. "We got the frigates to clear 

yet, my son. They 11 be in range in two minutes or 
less. Look at them.” ; j 

after us, in chase, under all sail, came the frigates, 
j. eir bows were burrowing into white heaps of foam; we 
could see the red' portlids and the shining gun-muzzles; we 
could see the scarlet coats of the marines, and the glint of 
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THE FRIGATE 

_ ooos . a flame spurted from the bows, of the 
brass on PP firing a shot over us to bid us heave to.. 

It luSers looked ft each other; they felt that the game 
Th ® 8S Bane ' Another shot splashed into the sea beside 
Tand bounded on from wave to wave, sending up huge 
solaces at each bound, A third shot came from the second 
fLate but this also missed, Marah was leaning over om 
lee rail, looking at the coast of France, still several mfle* 
awav “White water,” he cried suddenly. Here s the 

Green Stones. We shall do them yet. 

I could see no green stones, but a quarter of a mi e away, 

on our port-land, the sea was all a cream of foam above 
reefs and sands just covered by the tide. If they were -O 
help us, it was none too soon, for by this time the leading 
frigate was only a hundred yards from us. Her vast masts 
towered over us. I could look into her open bo\y ports, 
could see the men at the bow guns waiting for the word to 
fire. I have often seen ships since then, but I never saw 
any ship so splendid and so terrible as that one. She was the 
Laocoon , and her figurehead was twined with serpents, The| 
line of her ports was of a dull yellow colour, and as all her 
ports were open, the portlids made scarlet marks all along it, ■ 
Her great lower studding sail swept out from her side for 
all the world like a butterfly-net, raking the top of the ^ sea 
for us. An officer stood on the forecastle with a speaking- 
trumpet in his hand. 

"Stand by!” cried Marah. "They're going to hail, us.' ’ 
"Ahoy, the lugger there!” yelled the officer. "Heave 
to at once or I sink you. Heave to. 

"Answer him in French,” said Marah to one of the men. 
A man made some answer in French; I think he said he 

■nag ' 

didn’t understand. The officer told a marine to fire at us. 

- * # * ■ « * * « m - 
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!The bullet whipped through the mizen. jtsang" went 

one of the main-deck guns just over our heads. We felt a 

rush and shock, and our mizen mast and sail went over the 
* *1 

side. 











, 




Marah stood up and raised his hand, '‘We surrender,, 
sir!” he shouted. “We surrender! Down helm, boys.” 

We swung round on our keel, and came to the wind. We 
saw the officer nod approval and speak a word to the sailing- 
master, and then the great ship lashed past us, a mighty, 
Straining, heaving fabric of beauty, whose lower studding 
sails were half-way to their irons, 

“Now for it!” said Marah. He hauled his wind, and 
the lugger shot off towards the broken water, “If we get 
aniong those shoals,” he said, “we’re safe as houses. The 
frigate s done. She’s going at such a pace they will never 
stop her. Not till she’s gone a mile. Not without they 
rip the masts out of her. That officer ought to have known 
that trick. That will be a lesson to you, Mr, Jim. If ever 
you re in a little ship, and you get chased by a big ship, you 
keep on till she’s right on top of you, and then luff hard all 

you know, and the chances are you’ll get a mile start before 
they come round to go after you, ' 

We had, in fact, doubled like a hare, and the frigate, like 
a greyhound, had tom on ahead, unable to turn. We saw* 
her lower stunsail boom carry away as they took in the sail, 
and we could see her seamen running to their quarters ready 
to brace the yards and bring the ship to her new course. 
The lugger soon gathered way and tore on, but it was now 
blowing very fresh indeed, and the sea before us was one 

« i • t _ _ 


lashing smother of breakers. Marah seemed to think 


nothing of that; he was watching the frigates. One, a 

was sailing back to the fleet; 
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the second had hove to about a mile away,, with her longboat 
lowered to pursue us. The boat was just clear o* her 
shadow; crowding all sail in order to get us. The third 
ship, the ship which we had tricked, was hauling to the 

wind, with her light canvas clued up for furling, 
few moments she was braced up and standing towards us 

but distant about a mile. 

Suddenly both frigates opened fire, and the great cannon 

balls ripped up the sea all round us, 

‘They'll sink us, sure," said one of the smugglers with 


In a 






a grin. ■ 

The men all laughed, and I laughed too; we were all so 

very much interested in what was going to happen. The 
guns fired steadily one after the other in a long rolling roar. 
The men laughed at each shot. 

"They couldn't hit the sea," they said derisively, "The 
navy gunners are no use at all." 

"No," said Marah, "they're not,. But if they keep 
their course another half-minute they’ll be on the sunk reef, 
and a lot of 'em 'll be drowned. I wonder will the old 

W * * 

Laocoon take a hint." 

Give 'em the pennant," said Gateo. 

Ay, give it 'em," said half-dozen others. "Don't 
let 'em wreck." 

Marah opened the flag-locker, and took out a blue 
pennant (it had a white ball in the middle of it), which he 
hoisted to his main truck. "Let her go off," he cried to 

the helmsman. 

* *• ■ 

For just a moment we lay broadside on to the frigate, a 

fair target for her guns, so that she could see the pennant 
blowing out clear. 

"You see, Jim?.” asked Marah. 


t ( 


€ ( 





99 


That pennant means 










'You are standing in to danger./ Now we will luff again/' 
,f l don’t think they saw it, guv’nor,” said one of the 
sailors as another shot flew over us. '‘They’ll, have to 
.send below to get their glasses, those blind navy jokers.” 

■"Off,” .said Marah, quickly; and again we lay broadside 
'on, tumbling in the swell, shipping heavy sprays. 

This time they saw it, for the Laocodn's helm was put 
down, her great sails shivered and threshed, and she stood 
off on the other tack.. As she stood away we saw an officer 
leap on to the taffrail, holding on by the mizen backstays. 
“Tar my wig,” said Marah, “if he isn’t bowing to us!” 
Sure enough the officer took off his hat to us and bowed 
gracefully. * '/ jj WH 

“Polite young man,” said Marah. “We will give 
them the other pennant.” 








t 


Another flag, a red pennant, was hoisted in place of the 
blue.. “Wishing you a pleasant voyage,” said Marah. 
Now luff, my sons. That longboat will be on to us.” 
Indeed, the longboat had crept to within six hundred 
yards of us; it was time we were moving, though the guns 
were no longer firing on us from the ships, 

“Mind your helm, boys,” said Marah as he went forward 
to the bows. “I’ve got to con you through a lot of bad 
rocks. You’ll have to steer small or die.” 




CHAPTER XII 


BLACK POOL BAY 


I shall not describe our passage through the Green Stones 
“ L «. »»d.t in Wind •»» f d “.i y t i 

L rrt v Pn water awful with the menace oi ucdui. 

or six hours we dodged among rocks and reefs, wet with e 

spray that broke upon them and sick at heart at the sigh 
spray v t t hinV that they are called the 

the whirlpools and edaie . 4.v, prn ; n bright 

Green Stones because the seas break ove ' - 

green heaps. Here and there among them the tide seized 

us and swept us along, and in the races where this happened 

there were sucking whirlpools, strong enotig^ . 

round. How often we were near our deaths I cannot thm y 

but time and time again the backwash of a bre . er c j* n ^ e 
over our rail in a green mass. When we sailed into Ker-I 
morvan I was only half conscious from the cold and wet 
I just remember some one helping me up some steps with 

seaweed on them. 

We stayed in Kermorvan for a week or more, waiting 
for our cargo of brandy, silk, and tobacco, and for letters 
and papers addressed to the French war-prisoners in the 

huge prison on Dartmoor. 

I was very unhappy in Kermorvan, thinking ob home. 
It would have been less dismal had I had more to do, but I 
cWas unoccupied and a prisoner, in charge of an old French 
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woman, who spoke little English, so that time passed slowlv 
indeed. At last we set sail up the coast, hugging the French 
shore, touching at little ports for more cargo till we came to 
Cartarct. Here a French gentleman (he was a military 
spy) came aboard us, and then we waited two or three dam 
for a fair wind. At last the wind drew to the east, and we 
apreac all sail for home on a wild morning when the fisher- 
men were unable to keep the sea. 

At dusk we were so near to home that I coul_d see the 
start and the whole well-known coast from Salcombe to 
ai moor. In fact I had plenty of time to see it, for we 
doused our sails several miles out to sea, and lay tossing in 

•nr'CThf ? rm f if TimTT 101 ’ wa * ng i° r the short summer 

fa , ' Wllen ]t g rew dark enough (of course, in 
, ^ ; ime 0 ye ar ’ rt is never very dark even in a storm) we 

Stole in. rrnlp Ktr mil^ 4-^ — 1 _ n> -»->i . . ' 


: . even in a storm) we 

le “!’ m ‘ e b y mlIe , to somewhere off Flushing, where we 

showed a 1 ato- .. . . 




S - f We + s b°wed if three times from the bow, 

and af the last showing a red light gleamed from Fl ushin g 

_urc . iat was the signal, to tell us that all was safe, 

C . n ''. e Sii ' ec Black Pool Bay, where the breakers 
were beating fiercely in trampling ranks; - f 

he Jrh ere w 6re a , b f Ut l dozen . men gathered together on the 
.We sailed right in, till we were within ten yards of 

swf* nClS \f nd u ler ® We moored the lugger by the head and 

S °u ^ r c f , reight could be discharged. The men 

them uo to C 5h -?f th T Sh the surf ( though ^ took 

wrHd a f d b ,° X f t0 them - Waves which were unusually 

TtnhT f W ° be laughter from all hands, and 

fht frefllT™ th fl VIctlm ' 1 never s aw men work harder. 

ght was flung out and landed and packed in half 
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MiM eL mssed out in a continual, stream from bqfr 
“ h0U /; hp boat' everybody working like a person P°^o. 

And when the lugger ^ broke n on the port side, 

string of workers . chance of escape. It flashed 

it occurred to me that ^ d ^ ^ ^ ^ . Q ^ lugg er 

into my ® ind ^ a1; . the of the tide would drive me 
* watching ^ ^ swimmer, but I knew that in five 

- h rAhould be able to touch bottom), and that in another 
two^hours, or less, I should be in bed at home, with all my 

^When 1^ thought of escaping, I was standing alone at tM 
, t . ra a lot of the boat's crew were m the water, going 
ashore to "run” the cargo, on horseback, to the wi s o 
Dartmoor. The others were crowded at the bow ^tchjng 

them go, or watching the men upon the beach l 
here and there by torch light, packing the kegs on tiie horses 
backs. It was a wild scene. The wind blew the torched 
into great red fiery banners; the waves hissed and spumed, 
and glimmered into brightness; you could see the horses 
shying, and the men hurrying to and fro; and now and then 
some one would cry out, and then a horse wou, w y* 
All the time there was a good deal of unnecessary talk and 
babble; the voices and laughter of the seamen came in 
bursts as the wind lulled. Every now and then a wave 
would burst with a smashing noise, and the smugglers would 
laugh at those wetted by the spray. I saw that I had a 
better chance of landing unobserved on the port side, so X 
stole to that side, crawled over the gunwale, and slid into 
the sea without a splash. 

The water made me gasp at first; but that only lasted a 
second. I made a gentle stroke or two towards the shore. 
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trying not to raise my head much, and really I felt quite safe 
before I had made three strokes. When you swim in the 
sea at night you -see so little that you feel that you, in your 
turn, cannot be seen either. All that I could see was a 
confused mass of shore with torchlights. Every now and 

W r , be hldden fr ° m me b y the com b of a wave- 
and then a following wave would souse into my face and eo 

clean over me; but as my one thought was to be hidden from 

the lugger I rather welcomed the buffet of that sort. I verv 

I stood“rn e and 0 b t0 T' ^ ^ ^ the beach is shall °w 

1 stood up and bent over, so as not to be seen, and be^an to 

£dS thf h afdS the Shdter ° f the r0Cks ‘ The busin&ess of 

noisv 8 hnrrv ° ri T S T® n'T 8 Steadlly forward . with the same 

toe tods T PPed r d Tl behind a TOck ’ hi ^ h and diy on 
, ,® " d - J was safe, I thought, safe at last, and I was too 

which aWl t0 th ^ k ° f my “PP’" 8 clothes ' and of the cold 

fom u tti,^ me Shiver like an as P en - S “ dd enly, 

came the "Hoo-J 7/VnoJ h th dred y ards , from me ' 
signal TKo • an ow ' smu ggier s danger 

torches „w T i ^ the beach ceased a f o^e; the 

IuggeA P cr ew ged ttl \? nd Md W€nt out: 1 heard 

ugger s crew cut their cables and hoist sail 

safe irBolf T -i ^ any , ° n b0yS ' The preventives are 
as before ’ ^ &t that the broke out 

Some one cried “Sh ” and “Qt;n ” 
which followed thn ' *<k >> U * d 1X1 the Sllence 

.gam, with a little flourishing note at toe end of the 
7 n ‘ i' 

A man cried out, ‘‘Mount and scatter." - -W 

me one else cried, "Where’s Marah?” and as I 
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and at this, the 


» — f -r a b £T “t“ h f S. y««'<* 

wT'yJ. sot your dotlreo «*• Com. «. 

> > 

H^tfnnhoo” went the owl again, hnoves 

third summons, we disi y , considerable 

coming at a gallop towards us, though at a co 

“ah! Come on, man!” cried several voices 

‘‘Come on,” said Marah, dragging me 
“Off bovs ” he called. “Scatter as you ride. Many 

horses rnoved off at a smart trot up the hill to Stok el Fleming 

Their horses’ feet were muffled with felt, so tha e y 

little noise, although they were many 

Marah swung me up into the saddle of one of the th 

horses in his care. He himself rode the middle horse. I 

was on his off side. The horse I mounted had a keg or 

spirits lashed to the saddle behind me; the horse beyond 

Marah was laden like a pack-mule. 

“We’re the rearguard,” said Marah to me. ^ We must 

bring them clear off. Ride boys — Strete road,” he called; 

and the smugglers of the rearguard clattered off b\ the back 

road, or broken disused lane, which leads to Alhngton, 

Still Marah waited, the only smuggler now left on the beach. 

The preventive officers were clattering down the hill to us, 

less than a quarter of a mile away, “It’s the preventives 

right enough,” he said, as a gust of wind brought the clatter 

of sabres to us, above the clatter of the hooves, “We re in 

for -a run to-night. Some one’s been blabbing. I think I 

know who. Well, I pity him. That’s what. I pity him. 

Here, boy. You ought not to ha’ tried to cut. \ou’ll be 

half frozen with the wet. Drink some of this.” 
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e f , hand L ccl me a fla sk, and forced me to take a euln nf 
something hot; it made me gasp, but it certainly warmed me 

gave me heart after my disappointment. I was too 
cold and too broken with misery to be frightened of the 

* 

We moved slowly to the meeting of the roads an d 

anT^^b h haH ^ f ° r a m0ment ° ur hor ses stamped 3 

whinnied! A hOTSe ° n the road abov * ® 

" There they are - We 

of ^rvr- 1 knew .* e V0ice - it was Captain Barmoor, 
of the Yeomanry —cried out “Stand and surrender.” And 

horses’ hooves® r ^ Under the trees ' and heard the 
UD in if tt ^ , n0US U P° n the Stones. Marah stood 
whistled a ‘ ps, and put his fingers in his mouth, and 

Ws horset T Wai Ulg ' shriU whis «e. Then he kicked 

wretched twisting lane which led to Allington. P | 

rnnl T' ft P rev ® ntives ' coming downhill at a tearing gaUop, 

UD- thev cr t e - . shar P tum of the lane without pulling- 
r P’ y got . ™ xed in som e confusion at the turning, and a 
house and rider went into the ditch. We were up the 

4ev ha^rl!! , St "u tChing ° Ut at ful1 ti h for safety, before 
had Y trotted corner -- 0ur horses were fresh; theirs 

at thffirlf h t rd , f ° r T me m ' leS under heavy men, so that 
were better tlf^ ^ adva ] nta S e Ia y with us; but their horses 
checked the t^ 0l l rS ’ and * n better trim for a gallop. Marah 

turned into th^ 1 | 10rses ’ and let f hem take it easy, till we 

Stete to ° h we h' re membered high road which leads from 
sirete to my home.. Here, on the level, he urged them on, 
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, ... oursuit swept after us; and here in the open I felt 

^ I w time the excitement of the hunt, I wanted to 
for the first fa _ “ ^ my horse would come down, 

1,6 t c h a " g th : preventives would catch us; and at the same time 
the huny of our rush through the night set my blood 1 toagng. 

£.«. “ " »as P noU.ing « ,h, „ad: «. »= 

travelling; we .. d the highway to ourahj.. ^ 
farm at the bend we saw men by the roadhid , anci an 
owl called to us from among them, with that little flounsh a 
the end of the call which I had heard once before that 
evening We dashed past them; but as Marah passed, e 
cried out, "Yes. Be quick.” And behind us, as we sped 
along, we heard something dragged across the road. The 

crossways lay just beyond. , „ ■, 

To my surprise, Marah never hesitated He did not 

take the Allington road, but spurred uphill towards the 

"Snail’s Castle,” and the road to Kmgsbndge. As we 

galloped, we heard a crash behind us, and the cry of a ur 

horse, and the clatter of a sword upon the road. 

Then more cries sounded; we could hear our pursuers 



pulling up. 
'They’re 


said Marah. “Some 


"they're into a tree-trunk,” 
friends put a. tree across, and one of them’s gone into 
it. We shall probably lose them now,” he added. 
“They will go on for Allington. Still, we mustn’t wait 

yet” • . 

Indeed, the delay was only momentary. The noise ot 

the horses soon re-commenced behind us; and though they 

paused at the cross-roads, it was only for a few seconds. 

Some of the troopers took the Allington road. Another 

party took the roacl which we had taken; and a third party 
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stopped (I believe) to beat the farm buildings for the men 
who had laid the tree in the road. 
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we oia not stop to see what they were doing, you mav 
be sure; for when Marah saw that his trick had not shaken 
them off, he began to hurry his horses, and we were soon 
slipping and sliding down the steep zigzag road which leads 

past “Snail's Castle.” I had some half-formed notion S 

flinging myself off my horse as we passed the door, or of 

checking the horse I rode, and shouting for help. For 

there, beyond the corner, was the house where I had been 

so happy, and the light from the window lying in a yellow 

patch across the road; and there was Hoolie's bark to 

welcome us. Perhaps if I had not been wet and cold I 

might have made an attempt to get away; and I knew the 

preventives were too close to us for Marah to have lingered 
had I done so. ' | 

But you must remember that we were ri sing very fast, 

that I was very young, and very much afraid of Marah, 

and that the cold and the fear of the preventives (for in 

a way I was horribly frightened by them) had numbed my 
brain. Irm 

•+iP° n ^° U ^ sa id Marah, grimly, as we came 
within sight of the house. "Don’t you try it." He 

snatched my rein, bending forward on his horse’s neck, 

calling a wild, queer cry. It was one of the gipsy horse- 

calls, and at the sound of it the horses seemed to lose their 

vits, for they dashed forward past the house, as though they 

were lunning away. It was as much as I could do to keep 

in the saddle. What made it so bitter to me was the 

opening of the window behind me. At the sound of the 

cr^, and of those charging horses, some one — some one 

whom I knew so well, and loved so — ran to the window 
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If/?. ■ t I heard the latch rattling and the jarring of 

worn to have town ^Mocked 

3 and .» » *> W «Wf* ““« d #“ c ° n, “ ■"* *" W 

downhill. 
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We turned down the valley, along the coast track splash, W 

ST ,H U T " bo »y- ”y & 

aS sfsi •sfus* * 

S°“ e „ !° ® iVe for ™ h ") *»• tar mite a, S 

Looking back as we galloped we could see them on the 

Wi^Wai- , 1 ° K C ’ , ab ? Ut two hundred yards away. Eveiy time 

leant a^s^Md^^ \° be nearer ’ and at Iast Marah 

leant across and told me to keep low in my saddle as he- 

cracked behfnd^ 6 8 ‘?t h° ^ ° n US ‘ A carbine shot 

over me ^ " “ Zip ” ° f the bulIet 

th^rMd 1 ° Ut Suddenl y from one °f the furze-bushes by 

and hft us wi h st f people, who snatched at our reins,. 
sSnnLa to 1 “ y “ m ? tbing as b e sent one man 

the flash scorched my horse’s nose; the horse reared and’ 
along to Tor^ross° Wn ' ^ th6n W ® WCTe clear ’ ^ rattlin S 
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, . , v w , saw one or two men getting up from 

^°° !f^and then half-a-dozen guns and pistols flashed, 
the , r ?{ ’ a h's horse screamed and staggered. There was a 
anc * ^ t m ;i, tn po to Tor Cross, and that quarter-mile 

was done auuch a spfed as I have never seen since. Marah’s 
horse took the bit in his teeth, and something of his terro 

ww in our horses too. , 

In a moment, as it seemed, we were past the houses, an 

over the rocks by the brook-mouth; and there, with a groan, 
Marah’s horse came down. Marah was evidently expecting 
it, for he had hold of my rein at the time, and as his horsu fe 
he cleared the body. “Get down, Jim he said.. M e re 
done. The horses are cooked. They have had six miles, 
another mile would kill them. Poor beast’s heart, s burst 
Down with you.” He lifted me off the saddle, and lashed 
the two living horses over the quarters with a strip of sea- 
weed He patted the dead horse, with a "Poor boy,” and 
dragged me down behind one of the black rocks, which 

crop up there above the shingle. 

The two horses bolted off along the strand, scattering the- 

pebbles, and then, while the clash of their hooves was 
still loud upon the stones, the preventives came pounding 
up, their horses all badly blown and much distressed. 

Their leader was Captain Barmoor, I knew him by his 

« 





* 

voice. 

"Here’s a dead horse!” he cried, "Sergeant, we have 
one of their horses. Get down and see if there’s any 
contraband upon him. After them, you others. We 
shall get them now. Ride on, I tell you ! What are you 
pulling up for?” ' 

The other preventives crashed on over the shingle. 
Captain Barmoor and the sergeant remained by the dead 
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horse. Marah and I lay close under the rock, hardly daring 
to breathe, and wondering very much whether we made any 
visible mark to the tall man on his horse.. Shots rang out 
from the preventives’ carbines, and the gallopers made a 
great clash upon the stones. We heard the sergeant’s saddle 
reak, only a few yards away, and then his boots' crunched 
on the beach as he walked up to the dead horse. 

No. There be no tubs here, sir,” he said, after a short 
examination. “Her be dead enough.. Stone dead, sir. 
here’s an empty pistol-case, master.' 

“Oh”, said Captain Barmoor. “Any saddle-bag, or 
anything of that kind? 

The man fumbled about in the gear. “No, there was 
nothing of that kind — nothing at all.” 

“Bring on the saddle,” said the captain. “There may 
be papers stitched in it.” We heard the sergeant unbuckling 
the girth. “By the way,” said the captain, “you’re sure 


; ) 
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said the sergeant. 


“Two and a led horse there 


they have 
among the 


the third horse was led?” 

Yes, 

was, sir.” 

H’m,” said the captain. ..“I wonder if 
dismounted. They might have.. . Look about 
rocks there.” 

I saw Marah ’s right hand raise his horse-pistol, as the 
sergeant stepped nearer. In another moment he must have 
seen us. If he had even looked down, he could not have 
failed to see us: but he stood within six feet of us, looking 
all round him — looking anywhere but at his feet. Then he 
walked away from us, and looked at the rocks near the 

brook. | at fi 9118^1 

D’ye see them?” snapped the captain. 

No, sir. Nothin’ of ’em. They ben’t about here 
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sir I think they’ve ridden on 

there, sir, afore we go?.” 

"No," said the captain. 



Shall I look in the furze 
Well, yes, just take a 


**2 sergeant waddled uneasily in his sea-boots 

across the shingle, the carbines of the preventives cracked 
out in a volley about a quarter of a mile away, A shot cr 

two followed the volley, 

"A shot-gun that last, sir,” said the sergeant. 

"Yes,” said the captain. ‘‘Come along. 'there’s 

another’. Come, mount, man. They’re engaged.” 

We heard the sergeant’s . horse squirming about as the 
sergeant tried to mount, and then the two galloped off. 
Voices sounded close beide us, and feet moved upon the 
sand. “Still!” growled Marah in my ear. Some one 

cried out “Further on. They’re fighting further on. Hurry 

up, and we shall see it." 

About a dozen Tor Cross men were hurrying up, in the 
chance of seeing a skirmish. The wife of one of them — 
old Mrs, Rivers — followed after them, calling to her man 
to come back. ‘Til give it to’ee, if’ee don’t come back. 
Come back, I tell’ee." They passed on rapidly, pursued by 
the angrey woman, while more shots banged and cracked 


further and further along the shore. 

We waited till they passed out of hearing, and then 
Marah got up. "Come on, son/’ he said. "We must be 
going, Lucky your teeth didn't chatter, or they'd have 

heard us." 1 j i g ‘ j 1 T 

"I wish they had heard us," I cried, hotly. Then I’d 


have gone home to-night. Let me 
go home." ' 


go 


Marah . Let me 


"Next trip, Jim," he said kindly, 

TO 




I want 
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ou to. learn about life. You will get mewed up W itw 
them ladies else, and then you will never do anythin -< 

“Ah,” I said, “But if you don’t let me go I’ll scream 
Now then. I’ll scream.” 69 A M scream. 

“Scream away, son,” said Marah, calmly, "There’s not 

many to hear you. But you’ll not get home after what vou 
have seen to-night. Come on, now.” 

He took me by the coljar, and walked me swiftly to a 
little cove, where one or two of the Tor Cross fishers kept 
their boats, I heard a gun or two away in the distance, and 
then a great clatter of shingle, as the coastguard’s horses 
trotted back towards us, with the led horse between two of 
them, as the prize of the night. They did not hear us, and 
could not see us, and Marah took good care not to let me 
cry out to them. H e just turned my face up to his, and 

muttered, “You just try it. You try it, son, and I’ll hold 
you in the sea till you choke/' 

The wind was blowing from the direction of the coast- 
guards towards us, and even if I had cried out, perhaps, they 
would never have heard me. You may think me a great 
coward to have given in in this way; but few boys of my age 
would have made much outcry against a man like Marah. 
He made the heart die within you; and to me, cold and wet 
from my ducking, terrified of capture in spite of my innocence 
(for I was not at all sure that the smugglers would not swear 
that I had joined them, and had helped them in their fights 
and escapades), the outlook seemed so hopeless and full of 
misery that I could do nothing. My one little moment of 
mutiny was gone, my one little opportunity was lost. Had 

I made a dash for it— But it is useless “to think in that 
— — ' 




way. 




h/ * 

Marah got into the one boat which floated in the little 
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, .. n . qt me down into the stern sheets., 
artificial creek, and ^ a s t retc her (the oars had been 
Then he shoved none m the boat), 

carried to the fisher of the rocks, in the rather 

and as *** “ L stretcher in the mast-crutch as a 

choppy sea, he s pp • ^ He ma de rough sheets. 

mast , and ho‘ s ted h s c ^ to fee coa t-skirts, and 

\ r OT “ y beforc 

towards the cave by not fift rd s), when we 

JaTto. 0 *”' tte costas eJlopN : ^ 

one of the horses shying at the whiteness or tne creak g, 

W Tvoice hailed us. -Boat ahoy!” it shouted,. “WhaH 

^ t^^oS^t: up in a clump among 

the rocks. 


in 


t i 


-Ut driftim, w*r." *0— 

W Come in till. I have a look at you, cned th- v^ic 

gain. “Row in to the rocks here ” 

"Us a— got no o-ars,” shouted Marah, lertmg the boat 

ip on. “Lie down, son” he said; “they will file u- 

nother Ininute. ,, . A 

Indeed, we heard the ramrods in the carbines ana th 

iud click of the gun-cocks. . f 

“Boat aboyi” cried the voice again. Row in at^once - 

)’ye hear? Row in at once, or I shall fire on you. 

Marah .did not answer. I ■■11 I II I 

Present arms! 




swer, . . * 

‘Present arms!” cried the voice again after a pause; anc 
that Marah bowed down in the stem sheets under the- 

nwale. 
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Fire ! said the voice; and a volley ripped un n 

SSSfiJS t££r ta " « - 'SS 

Bang I came a second volley, and then single guns crarUa 
and banged at intervals as we drew away. ^ ckal | 

rane*^ of h th ^ K- half ' h ° Ur We were Just with in ' extreme 
hour we were slowly slipping by the long two mUes S 

a coat, and, though the wind was pretty fresh’ the ^setof T 
jtide was against us. So for half an hour we crou ht 
below that rowboat’s gunwale, just peeping up now Si 

beyond that ^he^kck 1 ^!^ th ® breakers on the sand, and 
followed ns fir n f k ° f the horsemen, who slowly 

■what they fired ? f Stea ^ l 3 f’ but wlth no very clear view of 

never end Snmeti +1 ought that the two miles would 
and I would thTnk 'A M 6 SUnS W ° U ' d St ° P for a winute > 

Ijullct would go whinine ov r erbpari rvr r! _P 

of me. P mt ° 1116 b ° at ’ S side wit hin six inchef 

Marah didn’t seem to mind their firing. He was too 

bodTof^he^riht ^ preventives awa y from the main 
Tim » L f -I ; nde f s t0 mind a few bullets. “Ah, 
u 4 j sai( lf there s three thousand pounds in lace I 

ttem redTot^ feh CC ° g ° n6 t0 Dartmoor this ni g ht - And all 

a watlrlr^l f 6rS u 0t WaS a dead horse and a horse with 

er on him. And the dead horse was their 
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, .. . one they took. I stole ’em out of the barrack 

ov . n , and the one mey 

stables myself-.' 


But 'horse-'stealing is a capital offence,” I cried. "They 
could hang yon- WO uld if they could.” Bang! 

" Yes ’ t wviv of bullets all round us. "They’d 
T C t ns too if they could, so far as that goes; but so tar, 

shoot to, . J aWe Never cross any nvers till you 

they av , va ter Tim. Let that be a lesson to you. 

Thave often thought of it since as sound advice, and I 
have a^s tried to & act upon it; but at the time it didn t 

8 ‘ It The C endT/Sf an hour we were clear of Slapton sands, 
and coming near to Strete, and here even Marah oegan -O 
be uneasy He was watching the horsemen on die beach 
very narrowly, for as soon as they had passed the Lea tney 
had stopped firing on us, and had gone at a ga lop to t_.e 

beach boathouse to get out a boat. 

“What are they doing, Marah? I asketi. 

“Getting out a boat to come after us,” he ansv erea. 

“Silly fools! If they'd done that at once they d go 

rs. They may do it now. There goes the boat.” 

We heard the cries of the men as the boat ground over 
the shingle. Then we heard shouts and cries, and saw a 

light in the boathouse. , 

"Looking for oars and sails, said Mai ah, and . |r€| 

are none. Good, there are none. ,, I . l l| 3 

Happily for us, there were none. But we heard a cluple 

of horses go clattering up the road to O’ Farrell s cottage to 

get them. . I - 

"We shall get away now,” said Marah. 

In a few minutes we we~e out of sight of the beach. Then 
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one of the strange coast currents caught us an H cw * * 

along finely for a few minutes . goon^ur U W aT f^ 

cd\ e, snugly lashed to the ring-bolts, and Marah had liffa 

me up the stairs to the room where a few smugglers j i 

their hammocks, sleeping heavily. Marah made me drint 
something and eat some pigeon oie- thif • dnnk 

clothes from me, he rubbed m e ’down wfih ^ ffi? 
corner on an old sail d me to slee P 511 a 
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CHAPTER XIV 





A TRAITOR 




LIJP . jw when I woke, a number ot smugglers had 
fc.next d y, j^ey sitting about the 

«r i.£ mm ** “ 

f-' 6 ’ v. cprl hv a few preventives as far as A’lmgmn, and 
«f n C fhev had a brisk skirmish with the Alungton 
Sice roused by the preventives’ carbine fire They had 
beaten off their opponents, and had reached Dartmoor m 

^“Yes ” said Marah; “all very well. But we have been 
blabbed on. We had the cutter on us on our way out and 
here we were surprised coming home.. It was the SaLon ’P® 
cutter chased us, and it was the Salcombe boys gave ho 
preventives the tip last night. Otherwise they a have oeen 
in Salcombe all last night, watching Bolt Iiu.,. no less, 

J Stead of that, they came lumbering here, and pily near 
nabbed us. Now, it's one or us. There s uq ^ ne 
outside knows anything: and only half-a-dozen, m ai- 
combe knew our plans. Salcombe district supplies j ^or 
Devon; we supply to the east more. Who could it » 

Some said one thing, some another. And then a man 
suggested “the parson"; and when he said that it flashe 
across my mind that he meant Mr, Cottier, for I knew that 
sailors always called a. schoolmaster a parson, and 
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remembered how Mrs. Cottier u i , 

night-riders on the night of the h ’ S Voice am °ng 

Christmas, gM of the snow-storm just before 


one trusts the parson/' ^ parson ’” some one. "n 0 

hey called Hankie &S “He* 1 ^ 11 1 he ’” Said the ma n whom 
Pry out." ls a Proper cunning one to 

of it A we pts^ h°im e th Sm ff gler ' “ And ’ COm e to think 

driving with the Captafn iZ^driv'n Th ^ led - 1 Was 
from Kingsbridge." S dnvin g the Captain here 

might have ies^ed-SS^'him^wtth^ 11 “ He 

“Guessed it,” said Hankie "h„’, k ' 

two with the Salcombe fellers’ Besides °u & IUn or 

out.” 1 Asides, he couldn’t b e far 


%; ‘V 1 - 









hint^ould^have^een’ couldn,t An d a 

«•- “ on8h ,0 ** »“« 

anoSer c° W d , id he PUt them 0n last night?” ^ 

“ b.:; st'U'T; ,h ™ *£ 

had drawed them. Us had Carg °, t | lere- Properly we 
lights.” a ^ oa t an d all, showing 

Well, if it was the parson who done it he’d easilu find 
about it.” 6 nad better go over and see 

Before they went they left me in charge of the old Italian 

120 ~ i 






!. . • ■■■ ■ 

■- - 




'■ : * • 




A TRAITOR 


* *, +oiiahf me how to point a rope, which is one of 

man ’ wfnds of plaiting ever invented. The day 

lted r towly-oh ! so slowly; for a day like that, so near 

h „ agonising I wondered what they would do to Mr. 
C 0tt ie r g I wondered if ever I should get home again; I 
wondered whether the coastguards would have sufficient 
sen* to arrest Marah if they saw- him on the roads. In 
wondering like this, the day slowly dragged to an end and 
at the end of the day, just before a watery sunset, Marah 
and the others returned, leading Mr, Cottier as their 


prisoner. ’ . 

It shows you what power the night-riders had in those 

days. They had gone to Salcombe to Mr. Cottier s lodgings, 
they had questioned him, perhaps with threats, till he had 
confessed that he had betrayed them to the preventives; 
then they had gagged him, hustled him downstairs to a 
waiting closed carriage, and then they had quietly dn\en 
him on, undisturbed, to their fastness in the cliff. It was 
sad to see a man fallen so low, a man who had been at the 
University, and master of a school. It was sad to see him, 
his flabby face all fallen in and white from excess of fear, 
and to see his eyes lolling about from one to another man, 
trying to find a little hope in the look of the faces in the 
fast-darkening cave. 

“Well," he said surlily at last; "you have got me. What 
are you going to do to me?” 

“What d’ye think you deserve?” said Marah. f ‘Eh? 
You'd have had us all hanged and glad, too. You’ll see 
soon enough what we’re goinsr do to vou.” He struck 

* | | v. v 

9- light for his pipe, and 1H ’*n a comer ojf the cave 

near where I lay. “You’ll s v-iow your fate,” he added. 
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Meanwhile, here s a friend of yours — one you might HW> 

^ u Y0U ’ 1! n0t * et another chance.” 7 8 

™ s fre man grovelled on the cave floor crvin? nut 

money!” aid 2 on” ^ ^ ^ WpUld give them a11 ‘ his 

yon aren’t 1 one.” 6 * UP - ^ “ d ^ ^ a 

T he man went on wailing, “What are you going to do 
to me ? What are you going to do to me ? ” § S ^ d ° 

frienrnn 6 T Ur Marah , curtly. “There’s your 

mend in the corner. Talk to him.” y 

He left us together in the cave; an aimed smuggler at at 

•■£ V 'ci«t n “’ , ,Urni y h “ ’" id 

Da^s?’’ ’ 1 Said ' d ° you re member Jim— Jim 

“Jim!;” cried Mr. Cottier, 
here?” 

.. By accident,” I said, 
like you.” 

cr ^ e< ^> w hat are they going to do to me ? 

} ou niust have heard them, What are they going to do 
to me? Will they kill me, Jim?” Y S S 

. 1 bought of the two coastguards sungly shut up in France, 
in one of the inns near Brest, living at free-quarters, till the 
smugglers thought they could be sure of them. When I 

1 j°^ ^ C)se ^ wo mei ^ I that the traitor would not 

be killed; and yet I was not sure. I believe they would 

have killed him if I had not been there. They were a very 

rough lot, living rough lives, and a traitor put them all in 

peril of . the gallows. Smugglers were not merciful to 

traitors (it is said that they once tied a traitor to a post 

at low-water mark, and let the tide drown him), and 


Jim, how did you come 


* c 


t i 


and now I'm a prisoner here, 


A TRAITOR 


Marah’s words jnade me feel that Mr. Cottier would suffer 
some punishment: not death, perhaps, but something 

terrible. * 

I tried to reassure the man, but I could say very little. 

.And I was angry with him, for he never asked after his 

wife, nor after Hugh, his son : and he asked me nothing of 

my prospects. The thought of his possible death by violence 

within the next few hours kept him from all thought of 

-other people. Do not blame him. We who have not been 

-fried do not know how we should behave in similar circum- 

* • * 

stances. 

. By-and-by the men came - back to us. We were led 
downstairs, and put aboard the lugger.. Then the boat 
•pushed off silently, sail was hoisted, and a course was set 
down channel, under a press of canvas. Mr. Cottier 
•cheered up when we had passed out of the sight of the lights 
of the shore, for he knew then that his life was to be spared. 
His natural bullying vein came back to him. He sang and 
foked, and even threatened his captors. So all that night 
we sailed, and all the next day and night — a wild two or 
three days' sailing, with spray flying over us, and no really 
dry or warm place to sleep in, save a little half-deck which 
they rigged in the bows. 

I should have been very miserable had not Marah made 
me work with the men, hauling the ropes, swabbing down 
the decks, scrubbing the paintwork, and even bearing a 
hand at the tiller. The work kept me from thinking. 
The watches (four hours on, four hours off), which I had to 
keep like the other men, made the time pass rapidly; for the 
days slid into each other, and the nights, broken into as 

they were by the night-watches, seemed all too short for a 
sleepy head like mine. 
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1 owards the end of the passage, when the weather had. 

giown brighter and hotter, I began to wonder how much 

further we were going. Then, one morning, I woke up 

to find the lugger at anchor in one of the ports of Northern 

Spain, with dawn just breaking over the olive-trees, and one 

or two large, queer-looking, lateen-rigged boats, xebecs, 

rom Africa, lying close to us. One 'of them was flying a 

red flag and I noticed that our own boat was alongside of 

her, I thought nothing of it, but drew a little water from 

the scuttle-butt, and washed my face and hands in one of 

the buckets. One or two of the men were talking at 
my side, 

. • said one of them, that s nine* he did that wav 

nine, counting him/’ 

A good job, too, said another man. “It's us or them 
I d rather it was them.” . _ . , | 

Yes,” said another fellow; “and I guess they repent.” 

; others laughed a harsh laugh, turning to the African 

boat with curious faces, to watch our boat pulling back, with 
Marah at her steering oar, 

I noticed, at breakfast (which we all ate together on the 

ec ), that Mr, Cottier was no longer aboard the lugger. I 

had some queer misgivings, but said nothing till afterwards, 
when I found Marah alone. 

“Marah,” I said, “where is Mr. Cottier? What have 
you done to him?” 

He grinned at me grimly, as though he were going to 
luse to tell me. Then he beckoned me to the side of the 

boat. Here, he said, pointing to the lateen-rigged xebecs 
you see that felucca-boat?” 

"Yes,” I said. 


i t 





Well, then,” Marah continued, 
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he's aboard her- 







•down in her hold: tied somewhere on the ballast. That’s 
where Mr. Cottier is. Now you want to know what vve 
have done to him? Hey? Well, we’ve enlisted him in 
the Spanish Navy. That felucca-boat is what they call a 
tender. They carry recruits to the Navy in them boats. 
He will be in a Spanish man-of-war by this time next week. 
They give him twenty dollars to buy a uniform. He s 

about ripe for the Spanish Navy.” ^ » LB JJ I ; 4^ 

“But, Marah,” I cried “he may have to fight against 

our ships,” | | m I W I III II .1 I * I I 

“All the better for us,” he answered, “I wish aU our 







enemies were as easy jobs.” 

I could not answer for a moment; then I asked if he 
would ever get free again. 

“I could get free again,” said Marah; “but that man 
isn’t like me. He’s enlisted for three years, I doubt the 
war will last so long. The free trade will be done by the 
time he’s discharged. You see, Jim, we free-traders 
can only make a little while the nations are fighting. 
By this time three years Mr. Cottier can talk all he’s a 
mind.” j j | 

1 had never liked Mr. Cottier, but I felt a sort of pity 
for him. Then I felt that perhaps the discipline would be 
the making of him, and that, if he kept steady, he might 
even rise in the Spanish Navy, since he was a man of educa- 
tion, Then I thought of poor Mrs. Cottier at home, and 
I felt that her husband must be saved at all costs. 

"Oh, Marah,” I cried, “don’t let him go like that. Go 
and buy him back. He doesn’t deserve to end like that.” 

“Rot!” said Marah, turning on his heel. “Hands up 
anchor! Forward to the windlass, Jim. You know your 

duty.” 
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The men ran to their places. Very soon we were under 
sail again, out at sea, with the Spanish coast in 
astern, a line of bluish hills, almost like clouds. 
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CHAPTER XV 


THE BATTLE ON THE SHORE 







We had rough weather on the passage north, so that we 
were forced to go slowly creeping from port to port, from 
Bayonne to Fecamp, always in dread of boats of the English 
frigates, which patrolled the whole coasts, keeping the 
French merchantmen shut up in harbour. 

As we stole slowly to the north, I thought of nothing but 

the new Spanish sailor. He would not be living on crusts, 

* 

so the smugglers told me; and always he would have an 
overseer to prod him with a knife if, in a moment of sickness 

X - r * 

or weariness, he faltered in his work, no matter how hard 
it might be. But by this time I had learned that the smug- 
glers loved to frighten me.. I know now that there was 
not a word of truth in any of the tales they told me. 

At Etaples we were delayed for nearly a fortnight, waiting, 
first of all, for cargo, and then a fair wind. There were 
two other smugglers' luggers at Etaples with us. They 
were both waiting for the wind to draw to the south or 
south-east, so that they could dash across to Romme} 7 Sands. 

As they had more cargo than they could stow, they 
induced Marah to help them by carrying their surplus. 
They were a whole day arguing about it before they came to 
terms; but it ended, as we all knew that it would end, by 
Marah giving the other captains drink, and leading them- 
thus to him whatever terms they asked. 
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The other smugglers in our boat were not very eager to 
work with strangers; but Marah talked them over. Only 
old Gateo would not listen to him. 

Something bad. will come of it," he kept saying. "You 
mark what I say; something bad will come of it." 

Then Marah would heave a sea-boot at him, and tell 
him to hold his jaw; and the old man would mutter over 
his quid and say that we should see. 

We loaded our lugger with contraband goods, mostly 
lace and brandy, an extremely valuable cargo. The work 
of loading kept the men from thinking about Gateo ’s warn- 
though, like most sailors, they were all very superstitious. 
Then some French merchants gave us a dinner at the inn, 
to wish us a good voyage, and to put new spirit into us, by 
telling us what good fellows we were. But the dinner was 
nevtr finished, for before they had begun their speeches a 
smuggler came in to say that the wind had shifted, and that 
,it was now breezing up from the south-east. So we left 
our plates just as they were. The men rose up from their 
cnairs, diank whatever was in their cups at the moment, and 
marched out of the inn in a body. 

To me it seemed bitterly cold outside the inn. I shivered 
till my teeth clattered. 

Marah asked me if I had a touch of fever, or if I were 

ill, or "what was it, anyway, that made me shiver so?” 

I said, that I was cold. 

Cold! he said. Cold? Why it’s one of the hottest 

nights we have had this summer. Here’s a youngster savs 
he’s cold!" * /fj| 

One or two of them laughed at me then; for it was, indeed, 

a hot night. They laughed and chaffed together as they 
cast off the mooring ropes. 
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THE BATTLE ON THE SHORE 

For my part, I felt that my sudden chilly fit was a warn- 
ing that there was trouble coming, I can’t say why I felt 
that, but I felt it; and I believe that Marah in some way 
felt 'it, too. Almost the last thing I saw that night, as I 
made up my bed under the half-deck among a few sacks 
and holts of canvas, was Marah scowling and muttering, as 
though uneasy, at the foot of the foremast, from which he 
watched the other luggers as they worked out of the river 

ahead of us. \ - ! ' T 

“He, too, feels uneasy,” I said to myself. 

Then I fell into a troubled doze, full of dreams of sea- 
monsters, which flapped and screamed at me from the foam 

of the breaking seas. I I H 

I was not called for a watch that night. In the early 
morning, between one and two o’clock, I w 7 as awakened by 
a feeling that something was about to happen. I sat up, and 
then crept out on to the deck, and there, sure enough, 
something was about to happen. Our sails were down, we 
were hardly moving through the water, the water gurgled 
and plowtered under our keel, there was a light mist fast 

I * W &| 4 Ej I I 8 

fading before the wind. It was not very dark, in fact 
it was almost twilight. One or two stars were shining; I 
there were clouds slowly moving over them; but the sky 
astern of us was grey and faint yellow, and the land, ffi 
the Kentish coast, lay clear before us, with the nose of 
Dungeness away on our port bow. It was all very still 
and beautiful. The seamen moved to and fro about the 
lugger. Dew dripped from our rigging; the decks were 
wet with dew, the drops pattered down whenever! the 
lugger rolled. The other boats lay near us, both of 
them to starboard. Their sails were doused in masses 
under the mast. I could see men moving about; I could 
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creaking of the blocks, as the light roll drew a 
rope over a sheave. 

The boats were not veiy close to the shore; but it was so. 

S * 1. 50 7 er y P eace ^ u ^> ^at we could hear the waves breaking 
on the beach with a noise of hushing and slipping ^hin H i 0 

as each wave passed with a hiss to slither back in a rush of 

foam broken by tiny stones. A man in the bows of the 

middie lugger showed a red lantern, and then doused it 

below the half-deck. He showed it three times; and at 

the third showing, we all turned to the shore, to see what 

signal the red light would bring. The shore was open 

ore us - In the rapidly growing light, we could make 

a l deal , of the lie of the land. From the northern 
end of the beach an answering red light flashed; and then 

nearer to us, a dark body was seen for a moment, kindling 

two green fires at a little distance from each other. Our 

men were not given to nervousness, they were rough, tough 

Sswered bUt ^ ^ aU relieved when our si gnals were 

"It's them,” they said. "It’s all right. Up with the 
foresail. We must get the stuff ashore. It’ll be dawn in a 
few mmutes and then we shall have the country on us.” 

Heave ahead, boys ! ’ ’ cried one of the men in the next 
lugger as she drove past us to the shore. 

Ay ! Heave ahead,” said Marah, eyeing the coast. 

, . , e , °° ^e filler as the lugger gathered way under her 

^ I , S ‘ ed , f0r f ai1 - WhlIe we slipped nearer to the white line 
the breakers along the sand, he muttered under his breath 

Ol^was standing just beside him) in a way which frightened 

^ dunno, he said aloud. But I’ve a feeling that 
there s going to be trouble. I never liked this job. Here 
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it is almost daylight, and not an ounce of stuff ashore. I’d 
never have come this trip if the freights hadn t been so good. 
Here you,” he cried suddenly to one of the men. Do . 

VOU pass the gaskets.. You’ll furl no sails till you’re home, 
my son. Pass the halliards along so that you can hoist in a 
jiffy.” Then he hailed the other luggers. Ahoy there X 
he called. “You mind your eyes for trouble.” | j J In I 
His words caused some laughter in the other boats. Iri 
our boat, they caused the men to look around at Marah 
almost anxiously. He laughed and told them to stand by. I 
Then we saw that the beach was crowded with men andl 
horses, as at Black Popl, a week or two before. In the' 
shallow water near the beach, we dropped our killick,^ The? 
men from the beach waded out to us, our own men slipped 
over the side. The tubs and bales began to pass along the 
lines of men, to the men in charge of the horses. Only one 
word was spoken; the word “Hurry.” At every moment, 
as it seemed to me (full as I was of anxiety), the land showed 
more clearly, the trees stood out more sharply against the; 
sky, the light in the east became more like a flame. 

“Hurry,” said Marah. “It’ll be dawn in a tick.” 

Hurry was the watchword of the crews. The men 
worked with a will. Tub after tub w r as passed along. Now 
and then we heard a splash and an oath. Then a horse 
would whinny upon the beach, startled by a wave, and a I 
man would tell him to “Stand back ' or|“Woa y er , 

* tv 

camght the excitement, and handed out the tubs with 1th© 
best of them. 

I suppose that we worked in this way for half an hour or 
a little more. The men had worked well at Black Pool, 

m 

where the run had been timed to end in darkness. Now 

- 

that they had to race the daylight they worked like slaves 
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not a country which could give much cover to an enemy; 
but in that half-light one could not distinguish very clearly, 
and an enemy could therefore take risks impossible in 

full day. • ' 'i 1 H 

“A lot of cattle there,” said the smuggler who had 

spoken. “It's odd there being so many.” 

“Don't you graze many cattle here?” , said Marah , 

looking ashore. 

“What, in the marsh?” said the man. “Not much. 
“Them’s no cattle,” said Marah, after a pause. 
“Them’s not cows. Them’s horses. Sure they’re horses. 
Yes, and there’s men mounting them. They have crawled 


up, leading their horses, and now we re cone. Look out* 
boys!” he shouted. “Look out! Get on board.” |#| 

Even as he spoke the whole shore seemed to bristle with 
cavalry. Each slowly moving horse stopped a moment, for 
his rider to mount. There were fifty or sixty of them: 
they seemed to spread all along the edge ot the bay except at 
the northern end, where the line w T as not quite closed. | ' 
“Sentries asleep,” said Marah. “This is the v/ay they 
carry on in Kent. Yes. There’s the sentry. Asleep on 
the sand-dune. Oh, yes. Time to wake up it is. You Mahon. 
ape. Look at him.” 

We saw the sentry leap to his feet, almost under the nose 
of a horse. He w r as too much surprised even to fire his 
pistol. He just jumped up, all dazed, holding up his hands 
to show that he surrendered. We saw two men on foot 
secure his hands. That was our first loss. 

It all happened very, very quickly. We were taken by 
surprise, all unready, with our men ashore or mixed among 
the horses, or carrying tubs in the water. The troops and 
preventives were over the last dune and galloping dowm the 
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■L Th P horse fell over in the water, knocking down 
Mother horse, and then there was a lashing in the sea as the 
horse tried to rise. The smugglers cut at him m the sea, 
Ld all' the time his rider was half under water trying to get 
up and pulling at the trigger of his useless, wetted pistol. 

It all happened so quickly, that was the strange thing. In 
one minute we were hard at work at the tubs, m the next 
we were struggling and splashing, hacking at each [other 
with swords, firing in each other’s faces. Half-a-dozen 
horsemen tried to drag the lugger towards the shore but 
the men beat them back, knocked them from their saddles, 
or flogged the horses over the nose with pistol-butts. 

All this time the guns were banging, men were crying 
out, horses were screaming; it was the most confused thing 

I ever saw. - 

Marah knocked down a trooper with a broken Cieat and 

shouted to me to cut the cable— which I did at once. One 

or two men ran to trim sail, and IMarah too.a thu tiLei. At 

that moment a trooper rode into the sea just astern ol 

remember to this day the brightness of the splash his horse 

made; Marah turned at the noise and shot the horse; but 

the man fired too, and Marah seemed to stagger and droop 

over the tiller as though badly hit. Seeing that, I ran aft 

to help him. It seemed to me as I ran that the siBegptf the 

lugger was all red with clambering, shouting soldiers, all of 

them firing pistols at me. 

Marah picked himself up as I got there. “Out of the 
way, boy,” he cried. Two or three smugglers rallied round 

him. There were more shouts, more cries. Half-a-dozen 

# # 

redcoats came aft in a rush; someone hit me a blow on the 

** * 

head, and all my life seemed to pass from me in a stream 
of fire out at my eyes. The last thing which I remember 

IB . ' 135 











JIM DAVIS 






J- * . 

of the tussle was the face of th» ' ' ' MPU 

a Pale man with wide J4 LT, Wh ° Wt me ’ He was 
stock loose at his throat; Piust*^ ' k f :ked off > his 
everything passed from my StT 88 1 fel1 ' and ‘hen 
the roaring 0 f waters mLt?* * ^ * 


*e roaring of watem“ ‘ 




\ r 










> 


















- 












> 




























































Of roaring, like 


































% 


























w 




































4 















CHAPTER XVI 


n>| DRIFTING 

When I recovered consciousness, the sun had risen; it was 
bright daylight all about us. That was really the first thing 
which I saw — the light of the sun on the deck. I struggled 
up to a sitting position, feeling great pain in my head. Marah. 
lying over the tiller was the next thing which I saw; he was 
dead, I thought/ Then I realised what had happened; 
we had had a fight. We were not under control; we were 
drifting with the tide up and down, with our sails backing 
and filling; up and down the deck there were wounded men, 
some of them preventives, some of them smugglers — poor 
Hankin was one of them. When I stood up I saw that 
I was the only person on his feet in the boat: it was not 
strange, perhaps. 

Some of our men had gone with the horses, others had 
been in the water when the horsemen first charged them; 
probably all of those who had been in the water were either 
killed or taken. We had four men aboard during the 
attack: of these one was badly hurt, another (Marah) was 
unconscious, the remaining two were drinking under the 
half-deck, having opened a tub of spirits. When I had 
stood up I felt a little stronger; I heard Marah moan a little. 

I tottered to the scuttle-butt, where we kept our drinking 
water; I splashed the contents of a couple of pannikins over' 
my head and then drank about a pint and a half; that made 
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■nnnpe Marsh. It was like them, I thought, to go off Idee 
that leaving us to have the worst of the fight and every 
rhance of being taken; they only thought of their own necks. 
When I saw that they had deserted us without even pausing 
to put a helmsman aboard us, I knew that there was no 
honour among thieves. There is not, in spite of what the 
proverb says. We were left alone— a boy, two drunkards, 
and Some wounded men, within half a mile of the shore. 

I looked for the preventives, but I could not see them. 
Most of them had gone after the horses across Romney 
Marsh. I did not know till long afterwards that the 
smugglers had beaten off the rest of the party, killing some 
and about twenty horses, and wounding nearly every other 
man engaged. It had been, in fact, a very determined 
battle, one of the worst ever fought between the smugglers 
and the authorities on that coast. As soon as the fight was 
over, the luggers got out from the shore, and the troops 
made off with their wounded fo report at the fort, and to 

signal the Ness cutter to go in ^ , 

•when I looked for them they must, I think, have been 
rallying again. I could not see them, that was enough for 
me. Years afterwards I talked with one ox the survivors,) 
an old cavalry-man. He told me how the fight had seemed 
to him as he rode in at us. 

“And d'ye know, sir,” he said, “they had a boy forward 
Teady with an axe to cut the cable, so I fired at him” 
(“Thank you,” I thought)": “and just as I pulled the trigger 
one of their men hit my gee a welt, and down he came m 
the water, and so, of course, I missed. But for that, sir, 
we'd have got them.” 

I wondered which of the men had saved my life by hitting 

that “gee a welt.” I wondered if he had been killed or 
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^ were my only friend.. He was the only friend within 
many miles of me, and now he lay there dying in a boat 
which was drifting ashore to a land full of enemies. 

It was' a hateful-looking land, flat and desolate, dank and 
dirty-looking. The flat, dull, dirty marsh country seemed 
to be without life; the very grass seemed blighted. And 
we were drifting ashore to it, fast drifting ashore to the tune 
•of the two drunkards: 

“ There was a ship, and a ship of fame : 

Away, ho ! Rise and shine. 






There was a ship, and a ship of fame, 
So rise and shine, my buck o boy. 




tt 





A ship manned by' such a crew was hardly a ship of fame, 
I thought. Then it occurred to me that if she went ashore 
I might escape from , her, might even get safely home, or at 
least get to London (I had no notion how far London might 
be), where I thought that the Lord Mayor, of whom I had 
often heard as a great man, would send me home. I had a 
new half-crown in my pocket; that would be enough to 
keep me in food on the road, I thought. And then, just as 
I thought that, a little coast-current spun us in very rapidly, 
helped by the wind, for about two hundred yards. This 
brought us very close to the shore, but not quite near enough 

for me, who had no great wish- to start my journey wet 

through. - ' 

I gave Marah a last sip of water, left a bucket of fresh 
water and a pannikin close to him, in case he should recover 
(I never thought he would), and then began to make up a 
little parcel of. things to take with me. I was wearing the 
clothes of a ship’s boy, canvas trousers, thick blucher shoes, 

rough check shirt, and a straw hat. My own cliche 
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£, J*, S whlch 1 had worn when I scrambled down the 

tned to stop me, and said that they only wanted me to 
hem a song to be as happy as kings. However I got awaf 

th „ , them /. a " d carried m y belongings aft, I then took 

our little Norwegian. 

rather ton lts ch<)cks betw een the masts. • It was 

one half as a bundle-cover. The other half would make a 

Tand slT f C, ° ak ’ 1 th ° Ught * and t0 that end I 
turns nno ' g it ! over my shoulder. I gave my knife a few 
of the liT t § n j dstone ’ pocketed some twine from one 

I could and ’ !h my b r dle in its t ar P au lin as tightly as 

I could, and then went aft to the provision lockers to get 

JS? h°nk f r h r0ad - 1 t00k 0Ut a few shi P’ s biscuits a 
chee J ^ 801116 ° ni ° nS ’ and the half °f a Dutch 
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I did rTo d t0 T ( dlat ^ ou ®bt to eat before I started, as 

t know what might befall upon the road. When I 

horror ^ha^v/ 11 th ° t0 begin my mea1 ’ 1 -saw, to my 
pad W we toiT! re g 0Ut again • While I had been 

Looking onf d T yardS i W ? y ’ Stdl drawin g further out to sea. 
or ridel T’JwT 7® Were driftin g into a “jobble” 

This made me f ^ , to dnf t obliquely into the shore, 

ate heTrhh, If frtghtened ' 80 I turned to my food, 

of a mortong draught ^henT " d^ by W3y 

as mneK f„J ? ' then I undid my parcel, packed 
again in its tar f I P 0ssi bly could, and lashed it up 

of the lorlrera P^ “'a 1 f ° Und a few reins and stra ps in one 

ckers, so I made shoulder-straps of them, and buckled 




drifting 




, nackage to my shoulders. My last preparation was to 
fill a half-pint glass flask (every man aboard carries one or 
two of these). Just as I replaced its stopper, we swept into 
the iobble; the lugger filled on one tack, and lay over, and 
the spray of a wave came over us. Then we righted sud- 
denly, came up into the wind with our sails slatting, and 

made a stem-board. 

Nearer and nearer came the lano, the shore, with ks 
bent grass, seemed almost within catapult shot. I heard 
the wash of the sea upon the beach, I could see the pebbles 
on the sands shining as the foam left them. And then, 
suddenly, the lugger drove ashore upon a bank, stem first. 
In a moment she had swung round, broadside on to the 
shoal, heaving over on her side. Every wave which struck 
her lifted her further in, tossing her over on her: starboard 
side. I could see that the tide was now very nearly fully in,, 
and I knew that the lugger would lie there, high and dry, 
as soon as it ebbed. 

I made Marah as comfortable as I could and called to 
the drunkerds to come with me. I told them that a revenue 

m * J * 

cutter was within six miles of us (there was, as it happened, 
but she was at anchor off Dymchurch), and that they had 
better be going out of that before they got themselves 
arrested. For answer they jeered and made catcalls, 
flinging a marline-spike at me. I tried a second time to 
make them come ashore, but one of them said, “Let’s do 

» w * 

for him,” and the other cheered the proposal with loud 
yells. Then they came lurching aft at me, so I just slipped 
over the side, and waded very hurriedly ashore. The 
water was not deep (it was not up to my thighs in any place), 
so that I soon reached the sand wihout wetting my package. 
Then I looked back to see the two smugglers leaning over 
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singing!: WatChiDg my - movem ents. 




°ne of them 


was 








i ^ . * 

i ‘ 












There was a ship, and a ship of fame ; 
Away, bo ! Rise and shine ” 


in 




a cra cked falsetto. The ntw ™ 
come back, you young cub." h WaS sayin S- “You 

But I did not do as thev A m t 

far across the wet grassland as I codd wX^ “ and 33 
repacked my parcel, and seeing a m 9 a , he , Wet canvas - 

iirl° l at ° nCe ' resolv ed to ask the wavTl 0 ? 6 ' tUmed 
when I began my journey! ° d ° ck in the m °rning 






' i. 
















m 


- 


































» ■ 1 




r* - 


















. 






















> 























CHAPTER XVII 

THE "BLUE BOAR" 


As I stepped out, the adventure, the fight, Marah's wound, 
all the tumult of the battle, seemed very far away, and as 
though they had' happened to some one else who had told 
me of them. If my .head had not ached so cruelly from the 
blow which the soldier gave me, I should not have believed 
that they had really occurred, and that I had seen them and 
taken part in them. It seemed to me that I was close to 
my home, that I should soon come to the combe country, 
where the Gara runs down the valley to the sea, passing the 
slate quarry, so grey against the copse. The road was good 
enough, though I was not in good trim for walking after 
so many days cooped up in the lugger. I stepped forward 
bravely along a lonely country-side till I saw before me the 
houses of a town. 

I thought that I had better skirt the town, lest I should 
stumble on the coastguards and rouse their suspicions. It 
was too early in the morning for a boy to be abroad, and I 
had no very satisfactory account to give of myself in case 
anybody questioned me. I knew that if I said that I had 
been among the smugglers I should be sent to prison. I 
felt that the magistrate would be too angry to listen to my 
story, and that they would perhaps send me to prison at once 
if they ever got hold of me. Magistrates in those days had 
a great deal of power. They were often illiterate, and they 
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bullied and hectored the DeoDl^ w h* ^ H 

Httie r ° r t W ° bad ma S istl ates at home Zdft' 1 ^ 

bench in a court-house before suS “t* Stoiy to a 

I turned up a small road to the rieh t , ^ Were " So 
where, as I could see, a good deS of h« S fte towD * 

^ ^ stre ets were full of people ^ ® ^ Sfeins; 

A few labouring men came pas?^’/ Pe ° ple ’ 

a pitchfork. I noticed thafth^ , ’ , pf them carrying 

One of them spoke, and said ‘ ' You Se h* CUri ° US ' y! 
master!" So I said "Vps j have -been m the wars, 

what he meant. After I h ad ^ Pa ^ d on ' Bering 

This set me wondering 1 tSlre ^ Um his w ^ 
my appearance; so, when I Sj e to T ' ^ t ?'\ stian « e about 

which crossed the road a little furth^of r °° k ° f river ’ 
a pool where the water was still ,,, ^ ’ 1 went down tQ 
the water. Sure enough I had a”* 3 &t my ima § e in 

•Xp. »»t ! h “ h ^t e " f e "P 

ail no stain, shoM ’J,2“ ZSlZ‘,7 "*’ f"’ 

brook; but .hen I 4 to 1 t.o I fo f ft «• 

iest the labourers should heir of iSTiIi^' * *"“ *“ 

that they had seen a woZZ l he baWe ’ 311(1 out 
away from the beach. ^ g ° mg aJong the 104(1 

id houreZall "ven^np ^ *° a hl gh-road past a church 

“wuses, ait very Deacefnl and cHii t „„„ . “ 

" suu. I passed these, and 
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thinking that I had 


wandered on along the high-road, 
gone many miles from the sea, though, of course, I had only 
gone a little distance. When one walks a new road, one 
finds it much longer than it really is. I sat down by the 
roadside now and then, to think of plans, I felt that my 
best plan would be to go to London, and see the Lord Mayor, 
who, I felt sure, would help me to go home. Bui I had 
not much notion of where London was, and I knew that if 
I went into a house to ask the road to London, people 
would suspect that I was running away, and so, perhaps, 
find out that - 1 had been with the smugglers. I knew 
that many people there must be smugglers themselves; 
but then, suppose that I asked at a nouse where they 
were friends of the preventives? The smugglers had 
signs among themselves by which they recognised each 
other. 

They used to scratch the left ear with the left little finger, 
and then bite the lower lip, before shaking hands with I 
anybody. I thought that L would go into an inn and try 
these signs on somebody (on the landlord if possible) and 
then ask his advice. An inn would be a good place, I 
thought, because the landlord would be sure to buy from the 
smugglers; besides, in inns there are generally maps of the 
country, showing the coaching houses, and the days of the 
fairs. A map of the kind would show me my road, and 
be a help to me in that way, even if the landlord did not 
recognise my signs. And yet I was half afraid of trying 
these signs. I did not want to get back among the smug- 
glers. I only wanted to get to London. I had that foolish 
belief that the Lord Mayor would help me. I was toff* 
young to know better; and besides, I was afraid that my 
being with the smugglers would, perhaps, get me hanged. 
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much fearedf 8 ^ ^ ° nC ° f those magistrates, whom I so 

than the fast. ^There ^fs^an ' Vdlage ' rather lar ger 
"Blue Boar”), so ^ »*» street £ 

voices, to a sad-faSf weary *» lo- 
bar. She looked up at me rather shJi W ° man behmd the 
the men turned round and stared f^ Iy as 1 entered, and 
remarks to the woman, and wem n, made a few more 
at the woman, scratched mv w f ^ ^ ou •* I looked 

and bit my lower lip. She caught hf* Z if* little finger ' 

^ned quite white; evidently shf lew thZ ^ and 
well. y ue Knew that sign extremely 

“What is it?” she said "m *> , ' . ^1™ 

been fighting, where’s Dick? ” WhatS th ® n6WS? There ’ s 

I said I didn't know whpro tv i 

been fighting, sure enough^ andlhe WaS ' b “!- that there had 
beaten off. 8 ’ and the Preventives had been 

mm Vr V/ JMk 

Stuff Off ?” he ^ and the stuff? Did they get the 
I said I believed that it had got off safely. 

bursting , ^y-'' she said, 
you?”° ° h ’ Wh ^ did l’eve? e m^ t0 a m L C S 

a tleTghf ” oS 0 Th f Sh ^ — - 

b». .hi, i cl? „»r»sS y «s’ n !h t r*? nd ,**«i 

we were talking- she wac o • ain ^y* All the time that 

Whenever a person entered fefen 8 -/"f aughin & b y turns, j 

F ntered (| ve n if it were only the milk- 

I4n 
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man) she turned white and shook, as though expecting the 
P°^ s palpitation,” she would explain. “That and 

th Then U she would go on laughing and crying by turns until 

some one else came in. „ 

Presently the landlady looked at me rather hard. Here, 

she said, '‘you are not one of them. You’ve run away from 
home, you have. What are you doing here?” 

I said that I was on my way to London. I 
“To London,” she said. “What's a boy like) you going 

to London for? How are you going? 

I said that I whs going to walklthere, to see tne Lord 

Mayor. ■ 1 ] J I '! 

“To— see the — Lord Mayor," she repeated. Is tne 

boy daft, or what?" . 

I blushed, and hung my head, for I did not like to t>e 

laughed at. ' jam'"". 1 

“What are vou going to see the Lord Mayor for? sne 

J * Hi ° 

a • . a *1 

smile 





,i»K.ea vviui a siiuic. gij |jK . 

I answered that he would send me home to my jfnends, 

.s he was always generous to people in distress. She laughed 
r ery heartily when I had said this; but slid, ipt| unkindly, 
rhen she asked me a lot of questions about my joining the 
mugglers, about my friends at home (particularly ^if they 
vere well off), and about the money I had to cany me j ql 
^ondon. When I had told her everything, she said,— 

“Well, why don't you write to your friends from here? 
Purely that’s a more sensible plan than going to London 
why, London’s seventy miles. Write to your friends from 
here. They will get the letter in three or four days. They 
will be here within a week from now? That's a wiser 
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thing to do than going to T /in ^i _ * 

b h f °u y ° U g0t half -way " " Why ' you ’ d die in a 

I , answered W- • 

| e > she answered * < v„.. .? - : ■ n U P' 


same 










f c an swered. "You stop he^and ' „ V S a11 the 

she continued, "I suppose ^ f oes f 1! right. J suppi,” 

a loser by yo u ? XheYd pj v fo/w ht woulda ’t ]e t m e be 

yes .” I said, "of course^fh you ate and that?’-' 

“What’s your name?" f hey W1,L 
I told her. ’ S 6 ^d s h ai ply. 

A\ ■ . . 


shirt of yours, to tee S’ s g™ /™ Davis ' Let’s see that 

; S*- tWiCe bef - S ~*-a^LS 

tha^stttcaxte^^yToJ 0 " my shirt aad stockings so 
her the truth about the luLr ’ r that 1 had to l d 

I don’t know whaf DtW *’ -u - ■ 

now you come up and Tii ! ^ she *&■ “But 
to he low, remember It in'7> T" head ’ Y °“'B have 
^ *«„ atonl he „. “ , * fee j> like 

keep pretty dark, remember." 7 6nds come ’ 1 ' 

e led me upstairs to nlastpr m, 

Put- me into a little bedroom P nn y 1 wound - Then sh 

told me to stay there till she cant'd 1 fl °° rS ' an ' 

two books upon the shelf •„ i ,• me ' There were one o 

woodcuts, a coilection of (ales and U blll^ J & ‘T V ° K * 1 '* 1 
than I can say. P d the morning more haDDi 
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w„ head felt quite easy after it had been dressed and 
J2JSP My troubles were nearly over, I tho» s ht. n 

three days^ they would get my letter and hear all about my 
adventures; so as I wrote I almost sang aloud; I was k, 
hanov at the thought of my sorrows being ended. Mrs. 
Dick (I never learned her real name till some years af er* 
wards) brought me some bread and cheese at midday. As 
I a te she sealed and addressed my letter for me, and too* it 
over ’to the post-house, so that the postman could carry it to 
meet the mail, as it drove past from Rye towarcis London. 

After my midday meal I felt stran^Byl jwear\ , pe, aps 
all my excitements had been too much for me. W aen Mrs. 
Dick came back to say that she had posted my letter uas 
almost asleep; but her manner was so strange that it roused 
me. She could hardly speak from anxiety and terror. ^ 
"Oh,” she cried, “they have raised the whole counuy. 
My Dick’ll be' taken. He will. He will. They’re 
riding all through the land arresting everybody. And 
they’re going to hang them all, they say, as soon as ffley fcaB 

give them their trials.” . 

She cried and cried as though her heart breas* 

I did what I could to comfort her, but still she cried nyste tic- 
ally, and for all that afternoon she sobbed and. laughed in 

the little upper bedroom, only going out at fajtj 
peep into the bar, where her servant served the guests, 
Towards five o’clock, the servant came running upstairs 
to say that a lot of the smugglers had been taken. ^ A 
whole boat-load,” the girl said, so that now it would "all 
come out, and master would be hanged.” Mrs. Dick told 
her not to talk in that way of her master, but to find out if 
any of the men had peached. 
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became* a^lerentlvoman *° C ° UeCt herselp She 

vei y sure. They^ searc? thl ’ "*** be here ’ 
find you here, Mr. Tim. If thp ^ r ^ nises * They mustn't 

you, and you know too much bv ^° Ui “ ( l ue sfion 

"Shall I go?" , askri” 0 ^ * . ”» 8 T y \ 
you wish.” willing to clear out, if 

into tte road" ZhaveaZoy 0 T my ‘own "° P T ^ ° Ut 
wilh me, , nd g on ., £,T„SJ " Com. 8 

which was latherTroalT withhiih^ ,° f ' h6 I<>WeSt s£airca se. 

suppose to touch some secret soring ok'^ iWm me ~ r 
room." P nn ^ — this is the drawing- 

As she spoke, the two lowest stair- c11 j j , . 

upon a sort of hinge, showing i nf suddenl Y rolled hack 

than a couple of barrels a min a ° T ? om ’ n °t uiuch bigger 
were blanks and a tSlrtT them ' There 

room, besides several Dacka,Z rZ J he fl ° 0r of this ,ittle 
in the lugger. ® 1 e those which I had seen 

You II have to stav here Tim ” u 

„ lot all I must get togeth/r D,V^ e kindIy ’ “ But 

Come on and help me.” § D ck s P a P e rs and that. 
Pack ete ortobico^nd 83 !^ 6 ^ 06 ? 11 ^- 1 feW papers and 

Dick into trouble. She laid these atavZf th^ br ° Ught 

the secret room, and told me tn ^ j e recesses of 
and above all things to keep ver^ an , d g ° t(> sIeep ’ 

upon .he stairs, , ^ inside, 
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rest. Then Mrs. 


— £ SSs tackS? “ek' pbce, . spring 

S£T3 I wL . prison., in the dark, shn. np rn the 

drawing-room. . 
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CHAPTER XVIII 


tracked 


the' onlf r and T* “* 

2K inracZTt - 

smell of mice, among other smells-' andTh/^' * ^ 

« « » i «.uw, b.“ * r»L“ XSi 'r-- , 1 * 

by-and-by I fell as leep i n spite of the ° k h / Said ’ and 
it was dark. mice, and slept until 

started up, thinkin^that ^ r °* * mg back oi the sta *rs. As I 

standing over me with a candle in^e^’ !i S&W MrS ’ Dick 

“Hush, Jim,” she said “r , ! hand ' 

any questions. Get out at once^ v Ut quickly> Don,t as k 
longer.” ' ^ ou can t stay here any 

What has happened ?” I asked « w , 
husband^ Ha<; vnnr u j ^ SKea *. where is your 
”Ve 0 ” 1 y U . r , husband come home?” 

res, she said, “And you must cm tu > 
coming after you. You were seen in T i g ' They re 
axe in your hands a “I! f ln the lu g§ er with an 

after, saw you in the lugger Hewas^ithT ^ 

ym ™ M ^ the e d z;.i 
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TRACKED 

, „„ wv . an d thev’ll be after him quite 

Dick. He has co . ’ g Q j ie m ust lie low till 

likely. He was see ' bi J the y ca ll it. Everybody has to 

STSTC « » V" h T- iu “ ” 1 

SU re Mind your head against the stair.. 

I ’crawled out. rubbing my eyes.. 

■ "oh“ "iw 60 M »»>• y°» tod “ ?» 

i„ in among tte ferf in tho bo x . o, covemd up m 

When die had settled her husband safely into tbo jdj^n"? 
room, she bustled me out of doors into the stable, \\h : 
stood in the yard at the back of the inn. She put me in o 
a mass of loose hay, in one of the unused stalls. 

"There,” she said. “They ’ll never look for you there. 

Don’t get hay-fever and begin to sneeze, thoug . ere . s 
your parcel for you. It wouldn’t do to leave that about in 

the house, would it?” . 

She wished me good night and bustled to the mo, to 

laugh and jest as though nothing was happening, and as 

though she had no trouble in the world. 

I -lay very quietly in my warm nest in the ha\ , feeung 

lonely in that still stable after my nights in the lugger among 

the men. The old horse stamped once or twice, and J:he 

stable cat came purring to me, seeking to be petted. The 

church clock struck nine, and rang out a chime. Shortly 

after nine I heard the clatter of many horses’ hooves coming 

along the road, and then the noise of cavalry jingling and 

clattering into the inn yard. A horse whinnied, the old 

horse in the stable whinnied in answer. A curt voice called 

to. the men to dismount, and for some one to hold the horses. 

— * 

I strained mv ears to hear anv further words, but some one 
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banging on a door (I guessed it in h* + u • 
the orders. ‘ " e ini ^ door) drowned 

Then some one cried ont tf \xf 71 . 

Don’t come asking me.” ’ WeH ' break * in then. 

After that there was more banging- an a 
a woman, and a few minutes of quiet ted Cly from 

I crept from my hiding-nlace in ih • j 
m*ght see what was happening Th** Tf ° W ' 50 that 1 

of cavalry. A counle nft g ' wkole yard was full 

close to the door. P By listenfnT ^ boIdin &. hors es quite 
what they were saying. ^ c ^re ully, I could hear 

Tes, said one of them* “t rmt 

shan’t mind if they do get laughf **^5“ ^ myself ’ 
some of them caught in a boat.” g ' Th ® y ay there ’ s 
^ said his matp* A 

shall find a boy here as well as the nth d ° ^ we 

.good as caught, g I reckon.^ ' * *** tadui here ’ 

‘ ‘ YesTsaid^he other. ^ ‘ 'Won ’ f h ’ ‘ he first ’ 

Neck or nothing. Hey?” ^ n ° ^ ence ^ or them, 

was so horrib^scate^that' ^ le f d ' ng their horses - 1 

hide? The only door^nT a 1 g ° ? Where “^ld I 
Sj O m ,e loft, ani^-^-e 

Even in the loft I was not much better nff tk 
heaD of hair inj « , .. oerter off. There was 



a heap of hay and a few b Hlr * ° ff ‘ There was 

g swmg-doors, opening on to the courtyard 
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through which *e hay fnd s^aw had been 


through which he y down in the straw,. 

It was plainly , j shou id be caught 

*.u 0 first olace searcnea. 


It was r“u, „orrhed I should De at 

be the first place searched, occurred t0 me that the 

I hid among the straw ' house . I had seen a pigeon-house 
loft must lead to a pig e ' he stab i e ) a nd I judged that the 
above and at one end . • n ot very light, but, 

loft would communicate with it. i ^ a Hule latch ed 

by groping along the This was the pigeon- 

house, and I ******* n V on their nests and 
the many pigeons rustled and sui i' 

darker in the *-%*•** f^and 

could see that the place was >8S« \ ing at the 

this gave me hope that the e W0U 1 had not muc h time, I 
back of it away from the yard. 1 n d the 

knew, because the troopers were a ^ ready t ,2l ® oundi n K and 
stable-door below me. I could hear , P .. The 

grumbling. Just as I heard them say, , . d 

LliteV Th«e yo. 

found how to open the door — I came to a. , , 

back, a little rotten door, locked and bolted with ru_> 
cobwebbed iron. Very cautiously I turned the lock 
drew the bolts back.. The latch creaked under rn> u 

fir the first time in many years. I was outside t e 0X1 
a little, rotten, wooden landing, from which a ° 

wooden steps led downward. I saw beyond me a few arm 
buildings, a byre, several pigsties, and three disused waggons. 
Voices sounded in the stable as I climbed down the steps, 
heard a man say, “He might be in the loft. We might loo^ 
there.” And then I touched the ground, and scurried 
quickly past the shelters to the outer wall. 
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that fluid climb to the top ! ‘^° Wn with so 

on the far side into a lat Zt it wa? T * t*** 

so I let myself go. I came do wn withTTrack w°h- 
m y teeth rattle, mv Darcel cmm 1 • , crac ^ w ^ich made 

and I got well stung in fishfng it otft '"tk 3 b y d ° f nettle s. 
on my back and turned along the lane in thp "v S . L . ra PP ed ^ 

on my adventures, I heard tZ ordered ttll T? ^ 
T ag i h ! yard t0 « ether to ^ek elsewhere r j T* 

or shed just beyond the stile and in h k 1 1 a barn 
heap of hay, which smelt a little mouldy' ^ a 

before anybody sfir^'i ^ '»'* »« «» ™ 

week's # time i!° ^ e ^ 0re I fell asleep, "'in a 

SteS ^.. be iere ** k « »• borne, ften 

I remember that all mv fpar n f * 

«» <h» all would £ ZSVtFJZfT J 

down into .be bay. und ve^ S S, ‘J%?' 1 

old wto w. m S,'?b 'f ' n, r“ « “ 

enough to see where I was going so I oZn^i ^ , WaS llght 

I had planned to go Ski ft! L^T 6 °, Vemight 

it. I IrAAnA f ? 366111 80 veiy wise « I had thought 

I went back along toe lane^ With° praCt A e ‘ , However - 
over thp tall VrA^tr ® ii i lane * 501116 touble, I got 

before. Then I clhnbcd °u A tZthe 1 - ha<1 < A° PPed the night 

cumoed up to the pigeon-house, down the 
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inft ladder, into the inn-yard, to the broken back door of 
the tavern. The door hung from one hinge, with its lower 
panels kicked in just as the soldiers had left it. The mn 

was open to anybody who cared to enter 
I entered cautiously, half expecting to find a few soldiers 
billeted there. But the place was empty, I went from 
room to room, finding no one; Mrs, Dick seemed to have 
disappeared. One of the rooms was in disorder,! A few 
broken glasses were on the floor; a chair lay' on its side under 
the table. I went upstairs. I tapped at the outside of 
the drawing-room. No answer; all was still there, I 
listened attentively for some sound of breathing; none carne. 
No one was inside. I went all over the house. No one 
was there. I was alone in the “Blue Boar, the only 
person in the house. I could only guess that Mr, and Mrs, 
Dick had been arrested. To be sure they might have run 
away together during the night. I did not quite know what 

to think, T x 111 

In my wanderings, I came to the bar, which I found m 

great disorder, the bench was upset, jugs and glasses were 

scattered on the floor, and the blinds had not been pulled up. 

Although I had some fear of being seen from outside, I 

pulled up the blinds to let in a little light, so that I might 

look at the coaching-map which hung 

bar. When I passed behind the bar to trace out for 
myself the road to London, I saw an open book lying on a 
shelf among the bottles. It was a copy of Captain Johnson s 
Lives of the Highwaymen and Pirates, lying open at. the life 
of Captain Roberts, the famous pirate of Whydah. Some 
one must have been reading it when the soldiers entered. 

I looked at it curiously, for it was open at the portrait of 
Roberts. Underneath the portrait were a few words 
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written in pencil in a clumsy scrawl. I read them nvm* 
expecting some of the ordinary schoolboy nonsense ’ 
Captain Roberts was a bad one. Jim 

back here The lobsters is around'” That was alTthe 
Mrs^nvv 1 Saw at ° nce that it: was meant for me- that 

her best to leave a warning for me. ‘ ‘Lobsters ’ ’*¥ toew 

rnVer: u TS r e ’ S , S,ang «d if the lobsters wem 

inlf fu n was P lain that I was wanted for mv 

innocent share m the fight. I looked through the book for 

any further message : but there was no other entry except 

a brief pencilled memorandum of what some one had pafd 

no' SS* ^ nj? £ 
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You may be sure that I lost no time in leaving the inn. 
merely noted the way to London from the coaching-map 

and hurried out, repeating , the direction so that I should 

not forget. It was a bright, cool morning : and I walked 
very briskly for a couple of hours, when I sat down to rest 
by the roadside, under a patch of. willow T s, which grew about 
a little bubbling brook. Presently I saw that a little way 
ahead of me were three gipsy-looking people (a boy with 
his father and mother) sitting by the road resting. They 
got up, after I had been there for twenty minutes or so, and 
came along the road towards me, bowed under their bundles. 

I got up, too, intending to continue my journey, but when 
I was about to pass them, the man drew up in front of me. 
“Beg your pardon, young master, 9 he saioj but could 

you tell me the way to Big Ben?” 

"But that’s in London,” I said. “That s in London, 

at the House of Parliament.” 

"What!” he cried. “You don’t mean to tell me that 

mm # 

us have come the wrong road?” 

Yes,” I said. “You're going the wrong way for London.” 
'Then take that,” cried the man, giving me a shove, 
just as the woman flung her shawl over my head. I 
stepped back, for the shove w r as no light one; but just behind 
me the boy had crouched on all fours (he had evidently 
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headlong over him, and 

had a nasty fall mo the road. 

Stop his mouth, Martha/' said the man: and stop it she 

did, with her ragged old shawl, in which she had evidently 
earned the provisions of the gang. J 

What s he got on him?" said the woman, as the man 
mmaged through my pockets. 

Onl}, a prince and a chive," said the man, disgustedly 
meaning my half-crown and a jack-knife. 

Well, ' said the woman, "his jacket’s better than Bill’s,, 
and we 11 have his little portmanteau, what’s more." 

In aiiother minute they had my suit stripped from me* 

and I had the sight of dirty little Bill, the tramper’s boy' 
putting on my things. 

"Here," said the woman. "You put on Bill’s things.. 

hey ’re good enough for you. And don’t you dare breathe 
a word of what we done." 

Yes, said the man, as Bill buttoned up his jacket, and 

*bok my little bundle in his hand. "You keep your little 
jaw shut or I’ll come after you." 

Oh, Mother, said Bill. "Don’t I look a young swell* 
neither? " 

r For answer, his mother grabbed him by the arm, and the 

* • - ■* - ^ . .. - 
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hurried ^ __ 

had come. The man looked back and made a face at me, 
shaking his fist. I was left penniless in the road. A milestone 
told me that I was sixty-six miles from London. 

I was now at the end of my resources; almost too miserable 
to cry. I did not know what was to become of me. I 
could only wander along the road, in a dazed sort of way, 
wishing for Marah. I was wretched and faint, and Marah 
was so strong and careless. Then I said to myself that 
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Marah was dead, and that I should soon be dead, for I 
had neither food nor money. The smugglers had talked 
of shipwrecks once or twice. I had heard them say that 
a man could live for three days without food or drink, in 
fair weather; and that without food, drinking plenty of 
water, he could live for three "weeks. They were very 
wild talkers, to be sure; but I remembered this now and got 
comfort from it. Surely, I thought, I shall be able to last 
for a week, and in a week I ought to be near London.. 
Besides, I can eat grass; and perhaps I shall find a turnip, or 
a potato, or a partridge's nest with young ones still in it;; 
and perhaps I shall be able to earn a few coppers by opening 
gates, or holding horses. 

I plucked up wonderfully when I thought of all these 
things; though I did not at all like wearing Bill’s clothes.. 
I felt that I looked like a dirty young tramp, and that any 1 - 
body who saw me would think that I was one. Besides, I 
had always hated dirt and untidiness, and the feeling that I 
carried both about me was hateful. 

But Bill's clothes were to be a great help to me before* 
noon that day. As I wandered along the road, wondering 
where I could get something to eat (for I was now very 
hungry), I came to a turnpike. The turnpike-keeper was- 

cleaning his windows, outside his little house. When he 

* 

saw me, he just popped his head inside the door, and said 
something to some people inside. His manner frightened 
me; but I was still more frightened when two Bow Street 
ninners (as we called detectives then) and a yeomanry 
officer came out of the house, and laid hold of me. 

^That’s your boy," said the turnpike-keeper. 

Come on in here," said the officer, "and give an account 

of yourself." 
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They led me into the room, where they were eating some 
bread and cheese. 

“He doesn’t answer the description/ ' said one of the 
men, glancing at a paper. 

“Im not so sure about that/' said the officer. "He’s 
-the exact height, and that*s the same coloured hair/' 

“Now I come to think of it,” said the keeper. "I believe 
I saw that boy pass along here this morning, along of two 
trampers. That coat with the pocket tom. Yes, and 
red lining showing. I thought I’d seen them.” 

Well boy, said the officer, “what's your name?" 

“Jim Davis, ’ ' I answered . 

What were you doing with the two trampers, Tim?" 
he nsked. . . I | 1 jj 

“Please, sir," I said, "I wasn’t doing anything with them." 

" “Ah," said one of the runners. "These young rogues 
is that artful, they never do nothing anywhere." 

* You 11 live to be hanged, I know," said the other runner. 
What were you doing with the smugglers?" asked the 
officer suddenly, staring hard at my face, to watch for any 
change of expression. r - ' 

But I was ready for him. A boy is often better able to 
keep his countenance than a grown man. With masters, and 
aunts, and game-keepers all down upon him, he lives a 
hunted life. He gets lots of practice in keeping his coun- 
tenance . A grown man often gets very little. ■ : 

“What smugglers, sir?" I asked as boldly as I could. 
“The men you sailed with from Etaples," said the officer. 
“Sailed with?" I asked, feeling that I was done for. 
Didn’t the horses splash about, when you cut the 
cable?" said the officer, with a smile. • 

This time I thought I had better not answer. I looked 

164 






THE ROAD TO LONDON 





as nuzzled as I could, and looked from one face to the other, 

as though for enlightenment 

“-Now, Jim,” said one of the runners It s no _ 

Toil ns all about the smugglers, and we 11 let you go. 

“We know you’re the boy we want,” said the captaon. 

“Make a clean breast of it, and perhaps you will get off 

W1 “Nw*in’t look so i nnocent >” 331(1 ° ther r m' iner '- 

“Tell us what we want to know, or we’ll make you 
Now somewhere I had read that the police bulked 
suspected persons in this way. If you make a guilty person 
believe that you know him to be guilty, you catn a 30 
him to confess if you startle him sufficiently, it occupe 
to me that this was what these men were doing especially 
as they had not been sure of me when I came into the room . 

I had some twenty or thirty seconds in which to think or 
an answer; for the' three men spoke one after the other, 
without giving me a chance to speak. 1 shook my .eaa, 

putting; on a puzzled look. , 

“I beg vour pardon, sir/* I said, speaking rather roughly* 

in the accent which Bill had used. “I think there s some 

mistslcG . } 9 pe S |>J 

“Oh, I think not,” said the officer. “Suppose I tell 

you how many men were in the lugger r 
But here we were stopped by the arrival 

outside. A man entered hurriedly. 

It's all right, Gray,” the newcomer called to the officer. 

We have the boy. We caught him back there, along 
the road, with a couple of gipsies. There can be no doubt 
about it. The clothes and bundle are just as they re described 
in the advertisement. Who have you here. J 

Oh, a boy we brought in on suspicion,” said the officer. 
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asked the new arrival. 


“Eh, 










Shall we let him go ? " 

“Well, who is he?" 
boy ? Who are you ? " 

"A poor boy," i answered. 

How do you make a living " , 

bke you, oughtn’t to be abouf on th LlttIe bo y s > 

What d’ye do for a living?" he roads y° u know. 

1 am afraid it was rather a hnW + t 
out that i could sing ba , Jads b oW statement; but I cried 

officer' -r m 1 S ° you sin § ballads, do von?" „ 

I was cunning Ld ““ * “T 

I m very hungry. I don’t sin^' , ea f e ’ Slr ’ I said, 

a sixpence.” ‘ " ng ’ exce P t for my dinner and 

comer ^ w ^ kw aJrea dy, do you ? ” said the n 

g -e you sixpence for C ^’ ^ S 

at the te til d TprSed a tf i a^no 3 ah 3 g °° d dinner 

gathered that the newcomer was ^ f hat they said - 1 

°f the name of Byrne and T fc]H-k f! gMrd navaI ca Ptain, 
half-liked me, without thffikinf Jen, ® half “ sus P ecte d and 

way or the other. When I hlrl if a ^ out me on e 
I ate enough to last me till the^igh^f^f 1113 ' dinner - and 

Cockade," then vTrJ’ popukr § > ?* ba ' Iad ° f “ The White 
My voice was not bad ffi those days 0Ve a r nd the r WCSt countl y- 

Everybody sang. ? P g m ° re then than th ey do now. 

mmS %% *?.”<£, by my voice, and by my 

Who taught you to sing?" he asked. 
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So I answered that I had been in the village choir at 

home; which was true enough. 

“And where was that?” he asked. 

For a moment I thought that I would trust him, and tell 
him everything. Then, very foolishly, I determined to say 
nothine so I said that it was a long way, and mat I 
had come from thence after my lather had died. He 
whispered something to Mr. Gray, the other officer; and 
they looked at me curiously. They both gave me a six- 
penny piece for my ballad; and then they went out. Captain 
Byrne stopped at' the door, “Look here, ” he said, ‘ you 
take my advice and go home. You will come to no good, 

leading this wandering life.” 

When they had gone, I went out aho, and watched their 

chaise disappear. The last that I saw of them was the two 

top-hats of the runners, sticking up at the back of the con- 

veyance, like black chimnejs. 

I felt very glad that Bill was taken up, ievidently in 

mistake for me. It seemed a fitting reward. But at- the 
same time I knew that the mistake might be found out at 
any moment; and that I should be searched for as soon as 
Bill had cleared himself. I walked slowly away from the 
turnpike, so that the keeper might not suspect me, and then 
I nipped over a stile, and ran aw;ay across country, going 
inland, away from the sea, as fast as I could travel. I could 
tell my direction by the sun, and I kept a westerly course, 
almost due west, for three or four hours, till I was tired out. 

It was a lonely walk too; hardly anything but wild 
Tather marshy country, with few houses, few churches, and 
no bigger town than the tiniest of villages. At about six 
o’clock that afternoon, when I had gone some sixteen miles 
since daybreak, I felt that I could go no further, and began 
to cast about for a lodging-place. 
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I plodded on till I came to a sort of copse or little wood 
where I expected to find shelter. Supper I had resolved 

breakfast th^ n 1 keep my shillin g for dinner and 

I saw tLt h L day ' As 1 came U P t0 ^ copse hedge 
■fin + tv i0me glpsles were camped there. They had a 

near aThancf- 'thtf S °h f ra ' vn up on * waste ground 

“ i '""■ate". - on. S' JS.T 

• Several children were playing about among the huts. 

a • , ,, omen . were a t their basket-making by the waggon 
A middle-aged man, smoking a pipe, stood by the hfdge' 

mending what looked like an enormous butterfly net In 
bv thel^i adven K ‘ Ure on the r °ad I was not at all frightened 

dinrJ- af ° n K ^ t0 !oSe * and that 1 could earn a 

dinner at any time by singing a ballad. 

the middle-aged .man looked rather hard at me as I 

i n^ t q 3 ^Tlf * 1 C <J ° Ut m a strange lan g ua ge to his people 

1 ' The y came ab out me at the call, and stared 

from 6 Vely Strange y ’ as thou gh I was a queer beast escaped 

Dointed r ag T v, T1 ! en ' - to my grea t sur prise, the man 
P my forehead, and all the gipsies stared at my 
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,. +Vl „„ Gue er words which Marah had 

long 1 before in the gorse-clump— ' 'Orel. Orel, 
used so long seemed very pleased and proud, 

ftt'dapS^ their hands and danced.’ although I was a little 

th ;L PP A11 the time they kept singing and .asking m 
their curious language. Now and then one of them womd 
come up to me and push back my cap to took at m, ^ 
which was of a dark brown colour, with a dash 01 7 

g0 ne a amld tong^aftemards that gipsies held sacred all boys 
with hair like mine. They call the ruddy tmge over jhe 
forehead “the cross upon crutches, for long a 6 o, the > • 
a great gipsy hero had that mark upon his brow m line, of 
L; and to this day all people with a fiery lock of irair, they 


believe, bring luck to them. II . I . 

When the gipsies had danced for some twenty minute^, 

the elderly man (who seemed to be a chief among them) 

begged me (in English) with many profound bows and snmes, 

to enter their waggon. I had heard that the g!p>itb ,^s pi 

little children; but as I had never heard of them stealing a 

boy of my age I did not fear them. So 1 1 entered ^ 

waggon, as he bade me, and very neat and trim it w ^- s * 

Here a man. produced a curious red suit of clothes, iat rer 

too small for me; but still a lot better than Bill > c 

begged me to put it on, which I did. I know now that it 
was the red magical suit in which the gipsies dress their 
magical puppets on St. John’s Eve; but as I did not then know 
this, I put it on quite willingly, wishing that it htteo better. 

Then we came out again among the huts, and all the 
other gipsies crowded round me, laughing and clapping 
their hands; for now, they thought, their tribe would have 
wonderful luck wherever they went. The women put a 
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ppt upon the tire, ready for supper. Evervbodn L 
Whenever I spoke, they boSed and ^ a ^ chi3d - 

their hands, crying out in their wilrl r and cla PP ed 

have boxed their ears. ^Stmge, till I could 

honour 1 * byThe" fire and^ed^ to the P lace of 

the gipsy'race We had fileTo/S f- ^ ^ « 
though I did not much like him & in a cla y cover— 

and pheasant (both stolen T’ an !^ then a st ew of poultry 

way in which they bSli Z TL% J“I by #» 

meant to be kind anr! i u ^ snu rked, but they really 
while I was with them I should be" praXaf VT ‘ hat 

bed in the waggon Tho t su Pper they made me up a 
we started off, horses, waggon and™l]| g daybreak 

horses S P ° rtsmouth Fair < the man said, to sell their 

discowredThat 11 ! 6 wal^s much a" 10 ”® ^ ^ 1 

would -never let me out oTtheir STni'tfi 

away by myself, one of the children nr g 

would follow me or rather “ d " ’ or a y° un S woman 

pretend not to be following me- ^bu^afiTh ^ 

far tom the “ °* “eMly if I went to 

me be seen bv^ther travl 7 W f£ ^ CarefuI not to let 

they would let me follow th?' When /° ad WaS dear ’ 

the caravan on foot, ; but when 

iy° I g 


Br * • the gipsy camp 

i rimvp oast us, and whenever we came to a village 
Cy always avoided the big towns) they hurried me into 

the waggon, and kept me from P ee P lr 'g out ; . t "’ g j 
when we pitched our camp, after a long daj b Joumc\ o_ 
sixteen or seventeen hours, they gave me a bed msiae the 
caravan; and the elderly chief laid his blankets on the waggon 
floor, between my bed and the door, so that I should not 
get out. I lived with the gipsies in this way for three 

whole days. 

I did not like it any better as time went on. 1 kepi 
thinking of how I should escape, and worrying about the 
anxiety at home, now that my letter must have reached 
them. I did not think any more about the police. I felt 
that they would give me no more trouble; but my distress at 
not being able to get away from these gipsies was almost 
more than I could bear. On the afternoon of the third day 
I made a dash for freedom, but the chief soon caught me 
and brought me back, evidently very much displeased, 
and muttering something about stealing the red coat. 

About midday on the fourth day, as we were passing 
through a village, it chanced that a drove of sheep blocked 
up the road. The caravan stopped and I managed to get 
down from the waggon with my gaoler, to see what was 
happening in the road. The sheep were very wild, and the 
drover was a boy who did not know how to drive them. 
The way was blocked for a good ten minutes, so that I had 
time to look about me. While we waited, a donkey-cart 
drove up, with two people inside it, dressed in the clothes of 
naval sailors — white trousers, blue short, natty jackets 
(with red and green ribbons in the seams), and with huge 
clubbed pigtails under their black, glazed hats. One of 
•them was evidently ill, for he lay back against the back- 

171' ...-5 








JIM DAVIS 




b» d m £2 £ r he , “ ** 

unkempt. The other § whn ’h™ ^ t . b ard was lon g and 
on g8 ht “ d . br0 ! d ’ ^ ith S bIS stubble 




U 0 „ TOO , , iLUDDie 

lion’s mar tv, u a & hearty P ers °n with a voice like a 

blinkers thev hart & n ,^ ed U P ^ n ' on Jacks on the donkey’s. 

ensign on a fla^n 1 & ? f Up ° n the shaft > and a white, 
the ^art wa= F e . tled to the back-board. The body of 

thick as horsed t S M n ^ € , strea -mers of ribbon as 

sides of the T , an ,f there were placards fixed to the 

as follows:— ° D ^ S C ° ar ' They were cIumsii y scrawled 














Pity the Braiv English Seamen, 
Wonded in the Wars, 

Help them as cannot help theirselves, 
We have Bled for our nativland, 
Nelson and Bronte. 











This wonderful conveyance pulled up among the sheep. 

e 01 , ie_e Sg ed man stood upright in the cart, called for 

r ^? e 7 C ? e , r 1 S> once began to roar out the never-ending 

ballad of the ballad of the battle of Belle Isle* — 



At the battle of Belle Isle, 

I was there all the while, etc., etc. 


Everybody clustered round to listen, and to almire the 
turn-out. ‘ | 

I could not get very near to the cart, because of the pressr 
uf noticed quite suddenly that the sick man was staring 
rather hard at me from under the rim of his glazed hat, 
w ich vas jammed down over his eyes. The eyes seemed 
ami iar. There was something familiar in the figure. 
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— T r«^d' ™TSaS ri »iw“ h and 

% 'X& pSmS Maiih; and ye, the man ,va s 

on, of an inn *ifh a mug of drink 
br A ,h?S,, .ho checked hie song at about fh< , hundred- 
, rr,- +1 f stanza to take the mug with a ihank u, 
mate ” and hand it to his sick friend. The sick man took 
fte mug with his left hand, opening the fingers curiously, 
and still looking hard at me. My heart gave a great jump . 
tor there were three blue rings tattooed on one of the finger,. 
The man waved his mug towards me. Hoo, ° 0, <{ ’ 

he cried, imitating an owl with his weak voice. Hoo, 
hoo, hoo." Then he clapped his right hand acro^ hi=> 
mouth to warn me to be silent, and drank, with a ow o 

the giver. 

It was Marah, after all. At this moment the caravan 
started, and the man urged me to enter the waggon again 
I did so; but as I turned away, Marah smiled in an absurd 
manner at me, and bowed three times, making c\ erybodv 
laugh. That made me feel sure that he would hc>p me ^ to 
•escape, and to get home again. I could not help laughing 
at his trick of dressing up as “a braiv English seaman, 
wonded in the war." Had the people known in what 
wars he had been wounded, they would not have been so 

free with their kindness, perhaps. 

It occurred to me that Marah had made the owl’s cry 
(or night signal) to show me that I might expect him at 
night. So when the gipsies went to bed that night I lay 
awake among them, pretending to be fast asleep. It was 
very dark, shut up in the waggon. The gipsies slept heavily, 
and I could hear the horses outside, cropping on the grass 
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and snorting. Once or twice I heard a clock strik* 
far away. Then I fell asleep, I think i„ „f Vely 
excitement. I woke with a start h ’ ° S ? te of m F 

the waggon came the wild crying of aiTowf- a^H tl ° Utside 
ouO ! T \ 4 banging ° f guns and P is tols. A vouched 

“Help! help!” in a falsetto^Tlore Zt 7*7™^ 

cracked, and I heard a rush of hoofs as tfe drove k 

Sn P to d 2‘ gipSi6S in the wa 8S on rushed' out as°one' 
and there was Marah^thT 5 ' 1 , ™ Shed ° Ut after them > 

under the waggon, waiting for" ^ fnend ’ Cr ° Uched 

a suX l2es all Sfy foTyou!” ^ ^ We have 
foimdl^K hUrrie , d me awa y t0 their little cart, where I 

fSe, S e s r ; w “ 1 T Shd “ p« »• » .f J 

“ th P reciou s red suit in bed. 

gips£ S out 3“ the Marah ‘ a 1 We C ° Uld clear 1116 

CTsik out of the way and get Jim clear. Well, Jim, my 

done with n< nipht° n, H- en ° U - gl1 to T ^ k much - I reckon I have 
T?„t h r “ ght ding Slnce 1 g°t this slug in my chest 

shot m thHocken” m ’ h ° me ’ my W “ h not mach ‘ 

wou!d U bad. qU GeVup ai Ne h dd y f ” 6nd ’’ " y ° U ’ H ^ getting y ° Ur 

from 6 the ^» t0 a inn wlllch sto °d a t some distance 
irom the gipsies camp. 

aswf u BX V n t ° Tni after a COmfort able night in bed, I 

thp , escaped. He told me that when 

he lugger drove ashore, one or two smugglers who had 
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hidden in the dunes, crept down to her and carried him 
ashore. The two others, the drunkards, were too noisy to 
bring off. They were captured, and condemned to serve 
in the Navy. Marah's wound was not very severe; but 
he had had a great shock, and would not be able to exert 
himself .for many weeks. An old smuggler (the one-legged 
man) had dressed his wound for him, and had then disguised 
him as I saw him, with a beard and naval clothes. One of 
the marfy Captains Sharp had advanced money for the 
journey home; but to avoid suspicion they had rigged up 
their donkey-cart, and worked their way as poor sea-ballad 


singers. gj Hj| . | i | . :: • ■ 1j 

“And now,” said Marah, “I heard tell in Kent that 

you'd written home by the mail-coach, a full five days ago. 
Well, Jim, we're near the coach-road here.. I reckon your 
friends'll be coming to see you by to-day’s coach. If we 
go out into the road, to the ‘Bold Sawyer' yonder, where 
they change horses and wait, I reckon you'll be able to save 
them some of their journey. Hey, Sally,” he cried to the 
waitress, “what time does the Plymouth mail pass by?” 

“At eleven o’clock,” said Sally. 

“At six bells, Jim,” said Marah, “You'll see your folk 
again. On that I’ll wager my best new silver buttons.” 

The clock struck ten. S3 S 1 1 H Jill 

It was a fair sunny summer’s day, with a brisk wind 

blowing, when we ranged ourselves across the road outside 
the “Bold Sawyer,” The coach-horn, sounding in the 
distance, was drawing rapidly nearer; we could hear the 
rhythm of the sixteen hoofs. Presently the horses swung 
round the comer; we saw the coachman flick his leaders so 
that he might dash up to the inn in style. then as they 
galloped up I saw two well-known figures sitting outside. 
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well muffled up. They were Hugh and Mrs. Cottier. 
We had flags in our hands, so we waved them and shouted. 
The one-legged man roared out his doings at the battle of 
Belle Isle, I heard Hugh shouting at the top of his voice, 
'‘Look, Mother. It’s Jim. It’s Jim.” We had a great 
dinner at the “Bold Sawyer” at one o’clock that day. We 
had hardly finished at half-past three, when the mail-coach 
.stopped for us, to take us on our first stage home. 

I need only add a few words, Hugh became a “parson 
fellow.” as Marah had put it; while I, in time, went to 
Jamaica as a planter. Marah and the one-legged man took 
the Gara Mill together, and did very well at it. Mr. 
-Cottier is now a Captain in the Portuguese Navy. Mrs. 
Cottier keeps house for me here on the Gara. We are all 
a good deal older; but we keep well. Marah and I are 
planning a new adventure; for old Van Horn’s treasure is 
still among the coral, and some day we are going to try 





NOTES 


9 transported : sent to a convict settlement in Australia (e.g. 
Botany Bay) or the MV . Indies. 
day of Trafalgar : October 21st, 1805. ~ 

10 wars in Spain : the Peninsular campaigns, 1808-1814. 
capstan : a contrivance used on a quay or the deck of a 
vessel for hauling in cables or chains. It is a revolving 

barrel with slots in which horizontal levers are fitted, 

_ 

and it is worked 
these levers. 

convoy : a number of ships sailing together under naval 
escort. 

figure-heads : carved and often brightly coloured wooden 
busts attached to the bows of ships. The frigate Laocoon 
had one : see p. 97. 

Ill ' | I ■ i 1|£ . .1 

11 house-flags : special flags flown by ships belonging to a 
particular shipping line or firm. 
red ensign : flown by the Merchant Service. 

12 combe : hollow in a hillside. 

17 bee-skcp: a conical bee-hive made of plaited straw. 

28 M alines : a Belgian town formerlv noted for its lace. 

o 

30 bast : fibrous string used for tying up plants. 

31 pixies : the name given to fairies in S. W. England. 

38 Orel : in the Romany language used by gipsies : cf p. 169. 

43 pipe-clay : used for cleaning the white lacings on a 

soldier's uniform. , - 

44 Marah : see Exodus , xv, 23. 

48 commit perjury : tell lies in the witness-box when giving 


by men walking round and pushing 


evidence on oath. 

49 Packet : mail-boat. 

51 brace of shakes : nautical slang for a smart, quick mov*« 




ment. 


52 laniards : pieces of cord. 



NOTES 
















p. 53 


p. 54 


p. 55 


p. 57 
p. 58 


77 


p. 78 

p. 81 


p. 83 
p. 84 


p. 87. 


p. 89 
p. 90 


p. 91 



housings : coverings. 

tompions : stoppers fitted to the mouths of gun-barrels. 
quoins : wedge-shaped pieces of wood. 
slow-match : a piece of slow-burning fuse cord. 
starboard : the right-hand side of a vessel to a person 
looking forward : the opposite to the port side. 
bow aft . . . stern forrard : the bow is the forepart of a 
vessel : if you move towards the bow, you go forward (pro- 
nounced and often written, as here, forrard) the stern is 
the opposite end, and if you move towards it you go aft. 
linstock : a staff with a forked end to hold a slow-match. 
priming : the powder sprinkled near the touch-hole— see 
p. 54. • 

Campeachy : the southern coast of the Gulf of Mexico. 
doubloon : obsolete Spanish gold coin roughly . equivalent 
to our guinea. t I 

ducks and drakes : making flat stones skim over water. 
stern sheets : space in a boat between the stern and 
the rowers’ seats. 

sternfast : rope attached to the stern. 
hove down for a full due : in nautical slang hove down 
means “heeling over,” and for a full due means “finally.” 
A picturesque equivalent here for “helplessly drunk.” 
hulk : a dismantled ship used as a prison. 

take a brace : pull yourself together. 

# # 

I'll raise you : an expression used in the gambling card 
game Poker. 
manikin : little man. 

wrap-rascal: usually means “a loose overcoat”: here it 
seems to mean the stuff of which such an overcoat was 
made. ; / 

gaskets : cords securing a sail to a yard. 
stepped : put in position. 
sheets : ropes. 

blocks : pulleys over which the sheets ran .when being 
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NOTES 

pulled to hoist the yards and sails. 
slatted : flapped violently. 

leather side : the side from which the wind was blowing— 
the windward , the opposite of leeward. 

Start Light : the lighthouse on Start Point, Devon. 

92 stagger : move unsteadily under a press of sail. 
tafjrail : the rail running round the stern end of a vessel. 
tiller : the lever by which the ship s rudder is operated. 

93 leeward : pronounced luard : see n. to p. 61. 

94 frigate : corresponded in function with the modern cruiser 
abaft : in the aft quarter : see n. to p. o5. 
cohorn : small gun, more like a mortar: the name comes 
from the Dutch engineer, Coehorn. 

bearing down fast : swooping quickly in our direction. 
under stunsails : stunsails or studding-sails (both pro- 
nounced stunsls) are extra sails set . out beyond square 
sails on special spars in order to increase the spread of 
sail in light winds. Lower stunsails were attached at 
the foot to booms which swung from the vessel's side 
(see pp. 97 and 98). 

95 close call : nautical equivalent of “close shave.” 
fife-rail : rail round the main-mast. 
mizexi : the sail on the mizen-mast. 

halliards : ropes or tackle used for raising or lowering sails. 

96 bar-shot and chain : shot joined together with bar or 
chain for cutting the rigging. 

clue . . . leach . . . boom . . . gaff : the clue or clew is a 
lower corner of a sail; the leach is one of the sides; the 

Vr m 

boom is a spar to which the foot of a sail is attached ; the 
gaff or yard is a spar from which the head of the sail 
is hung. 

97 heave to come to a standstill. 
twined with serpents : according to Greek legend Laocoon, 
a priest of Apollo, incurred the anger of that god by is- 
suing a warning against the admission of the famous 
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97 

98 


Wooden Horse within the walls of Troy. He and his 
two sons were punished by being crushed to death by 
serpents which coiled themselves about their limbs. See 
Virgil, Mneid II, 199, sqq. 

jorecastle : pronounced focsl : the raised deck in the bows. 

down helm : place the helm (i.e. the tiller) so as to bring 

* 1 # 

the rudder to windward. 











hauled his wind : brought the lugger round so as to sail 
closer to the wind. • 

luff : let the vessel come to the wind by easing the helm 
down. • '- v •’$ 

clued up : drawn up. 

main truck : wooden cap fixed on the top of the mainmast 
with holes or sheaves for halliards. For sheave see n. to 


p. 130. 

broadside on : with the whole length of the lugger’s side 

exposed. . ' ' ■! 

threshed : made wild erratic movements (like those of a 

flail in the threshing of corn). 4 

stood off on the other tack : manipulated the helm and the 
sails so that the wind now .came on the opposite side of 

the ship. • 

mizen backstays : ropes stretched from the mizen mast to 
the stern. 

tar my wig: nautical expletive = bless my soul! 
con : direct the steering. 
steer small : use the rudder gently. 
doused our sails : lowered our sails. 


103 gunwale : the upper edge of the boat s side. 

114 mewed up : shut up. Like hawks in a mews while mewing 
or moulting (Fr. mouer , Lat. mutare). 

115 stretcher: the piece of board on which a rower’s feet, 
were pressed. 

116 transom : cross-beam. 
water-breaker : a keg or small cask. 

h : 1 t i8o 



plug tobacco he was chewing. 

>. 124 lateen-rigged boats : a lateen sail is triangular, set on a 
long yard at an angle of 45° to the mast. 
xebec : ship used by Mediterranean pirates. . . 

scuttle-butt : a butt or cask with a square hole let m it 
kept on the deck to hold drinking water. 
felucca : a Mediterranean coasting vessel with lateen sails, 
p. 129 plowtered : probably a dialect word of onomatopoeic or tgin. 
p. 130 blocks . . . sheave : see n. to p. 91. The sheave is the gioov- 

ed wheel in a pulley. 

p. 131 killick: a heavy stone used as an anchor. F 

p. 132 mucho pronto : very doubtful Spanish for ‘ in double quicv 


time.” 

p. 134 hangers.: short swords. 

p. 135 cleat : a short but stout piece of rounded wood, 
p. 140 making a stern-board : go backwards or astern. 

flagging her gear: lashing the rigging. I I 

p. 141 blucher shoes : strong leather shoes,* called after Field' 

Marshal F. von Blucher commander of the German forces 

at Waterloo. 

p. 142 pram : a flat-bottomed boat common in Baltic waters. 

chocks : wedge-shaped blocks of wood, 
p. 143 marline-spike : a pointed iron tool for unravelling rope, 
p. 163 Bow Street: the chief metropolitan police district, 
p’ 172 Nelson and Bronte : Horatio Nelson took this title when 

made a peer. 
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